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PLUTUS ADONIS. 



CHAPTBE I. 

MtrST BE SEEN TO BE BELIEVED. 

** Let me kiss you, you dear old doctor.** 
"Hi ! hi I What ! what ! what ! " 
Growl and protest came too late. A desperate 
holt from the railway carriage only made matters 
worse. Two arms, lean and long, closed in 
a bear's hug round the discomfited doctor's hairy 
neck, and held him fast. Kissed he was, 
deliberately, on either cheek; and like many 
another brave, yet beaten man, bore his disgrace 
meekly, resistance being useless. His eyes are his 
own ; he will bide his time, and the free use of his 
limbs. 

Somebody laughed, somewhere. Ha ! there 
again, clear and quizzical. His captor, hearing 
the silver sweet mockery, is suddenly shamed, as 
he ought to be. With a shrug and a shake, Dr, 
Felix stepped back into safety before wiping off 
the touch of a loyal man's lips with the softest, 
fattest of fingers. 

TOL. I. B 



2 PLITTUS ADONIS. 

A hasty, sheepisli glance along the platform 
assured him. Up and down, near or far, nobody 
otherwise interested than in minding his own 
business. His own business. Can any woman do 
8.8 much ? 

Lamps lighted, porters cruising and 'skirmishing; 
laggard passengers, muf&ed and buttoned to the 
chin, taking their seats in a hurry, hands and 
head, parcel burdened. Eaw fog, yellow twilight — 
the dreary, dirty twilight of a winter afternoon in 
London, when there has been no sun, and so no 
daylight to speak of. 

Surely it was a laugh, and small wonder, two 
sane Englishmen, wearing Her Majesty^s uniform, 
full-grown, able-bodied, hugging each other like a 
couple of affectionate foreigners. 

" Bah I must be seen to be — What the dickens 
do you mean, sir P '' 

Thus the choleric doctor raged inwardly, dumb, 
though essaying to speak. Railway trains wait 
no man's breath or temper, and this one may 
glide smoothly away at any moment, lost to him 
in measureless miles of drizzle ; a gruesome out- 
lying country, given over to rain, and cold, and 
nipping easterly winds. 

Little cares he for wind or weather, that luck- 
less, capless sailor, whose honest, blue eyes still 
hold the ill-used doctor fast, forcing him — will he, 
nill he, to yield the first word ; a novel experience, as 
bewildering as the uneasy suspicion that this young 
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£ellow, a captiured truantj zaeans to give his wise 
elders no end of trouble. 

Yet the lad looks harmless enough, younger 
than his years, with smooth cheeks well-tanned, 
and a sun-bleached mane of fair hair, which sadly 
needs clipping. Would not curling do as well f 
No : you might easily make a scarecrow of the 
young man, but never a dandy. 

He has still so much to learn, to grow out of 
and into, spite of his awkward six feet and his 
broad shoxdders blocking up the window. His thin 
face, bony and hard set, his tightly-compressed 
lips, the square, aggressive chin, promise force — 
a tenacity bordering on stubbornness. 

'* Only a big boy, a nobody but for his coat. I 
.am dreadfully disappointed, and it serves me 
right.'' 

So that peeping, laughing somebody, Eunice 
Stanisbrough decided, looking at the naval undress 
she loves, with furtive, stolen glances, and a con^ 
iicience ill at ease. She is lying perdvs, squeezed 
into the farthest corner of that same double rail- 
way compartment; a runaway, screened by silken 
curtains drawn across the door of division. Sh« 
can see, she can hear, thanks to a ruffled blind, a 
window let down. Imagination and romance for 
the first time let loose, carry her out of her sober 
aelf ; she will dare all things — ^look, listen, and set 
propriety at defiance. 

'' If this should be— Plutus Adonis,'' she says 
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doubtfully. " This boy officer prove Atmt Persy's 
hero, and my fate.'' 

Apparently the idea is not half as charming as 
the young officer's dark blue coat. Eunice sighs, 
and then catches her labouring breath. Plutus^ 
Adonis. • 

"Never— never," she vows, remembering in one 
confused second her maid Chatters, her governess, 
Madame Bubelle, the girls, and that menagerie of 
pugs, parrots and spinsters, the ladies' carriage 
firom which she has just escaped, and to which she* 
ynO. not return, happen what may. 

Her cushion feels stuffed with prickles, yet she 
settles herself complacently. The ridiculouEr 
creatures — men supposed to die for their country 
— kissing and snarling like — 

X 

' Let dogs delight to bark and bite.' 

Not a kiss for a blow, but a blow for a kiss. Will 
it come to that ? The two stare silently — the 
hairy doctor, purple-faced and choking, the beard- 
less boy, pale, almost tearful, mild aod meek as a 
woman. Which will be master: which speak 
first? 

Eunice is no Bohemian. She finds it nice to be^ 
naughty; nice because novel. There is really 
nothing to fear, and but little to regret. With 
the Queen's sailors one might travel safely round 
the world. 

What a voice the emotional young fellow has^ 
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deep and bass ; it belies his face. People do not 
shout secrets in railway carriages. Miss Stanis- 
brough scorns to listen — she must hear ; she has 
no choice, none whateyer, the curious, venturou/s. 
child. 

Rodney Helyar, junior lieutenant of Her 
im^sty^s frigate, Antelope^ will say out his say^ 
careless, or unaware of the little pink ears so near 
and attentive. 

A girl laughed — ^what then ? Let her laugh, 
he will still speak all the truth he .can ; and so, 
perchance, easing his vexed soul, rout the devil. 
Once resolved he holds on his way, never counting 
the cost. 

If he has blundered, he means to blunder to the 
end, but not to let the dear doctor go away a 
happy, decided man — ^no, no. The minutes fly, 
the steam is up, the snorting engine hisses, moves 
— it must be now or never. 

"Till to-morrow, good-bye. Tes, doctor, yes. 
Thanks — ^not what I meant to say ; we go on board 
together — certainly — ^but — it is all up with me. 
Honour or dishonour, I shall — hold — my — 
tongue.*' 

" What ! what ! what I " splutters the doctor, 
more aghast than before, and facing quickly about 
within perilous reach of those embracipg arms. 
**Tou will hold your tongue P Ton won't mal:e a 
■clean breast — explain — apologise P Then by St* 
George's dragon, up it is and no mistake I Ton 
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will have to leave the service, Lieutenant Helyar, 
disgraced, degraded, a coward I a coward ! Hold 
your tongue ! For Heaven's sake, hold it now, 
lad ! Don't play at pitch-and-toss with yonr good 
name ; all the fortune you are likely to have, and 
th« fault your own, sir — an honourable fault. I 
took your part then, Eodney; I'll take it now. 
Tut-tut ! you're a donkey, my boy, a stubborn 
donkey. Come now, confess your sins like a man, 
and have done with 'em, 'Tis the only way, sir, 
for your father's son, let alone a gentleman. Not 
speak I I dare you to say it. Haven't we sailed 
together for seven years P What's the mischief f 
Bad company, bright eyes, a double dose of grog^ 
Anything a lad may own to in his harum-scarum 
days, and steer clear of ever after. We all buy 
our experience dear — ^the piper, hang him ! must 
be paid. I'd not give a groat for the man who 
never was a boy, and has forgotten his scrapes in 
the cutting of his wisdom teeth. I tell you 
advisedly. Captain Messiter will stand your friend. 
But there must be no reservations. Bitters first, a 
1arue tale, humble apologies, a private hearing ; 
then my medical certificate, open to the whole 
ship's company, and the Admiralty into the 
bargain, if needful. Fever case— delirium. Ton 
are in luck. Lieutenant Helyar. You will be 
reprimanded, writ in the black books for a time, of 
course ; but it will be looked over, and up, up, we 
go— not to the masthead. Eh I what ! yon don't 
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believe me ? Then I tell you again^ you are a coward, 
sir. You'll risk disgrace ? you'll not speak ? 
You'll roar that same out at me on a London 
platform? Yes, Lieutenant Helyar — ^roar. Fm 
speaking under my breath, and need enough with 
so much to say, though you have the carriage to 
yom'self seemingly, and I a full ten minutes more 
than is reasonable, after all that whistling and 
wheezing. By Greorge ! she's oflE at last ! I've 
clean lost my breath — not my labour ; 'Tis agreed 
— we join ship to-morrow. Shake hands upon it, 
lad, and God bless you. What ! what ! " 

**For the last time," said the young fellow, 
wringing the offered hand hard. "To-morrow 
you will be ashamed of me. To-morrow, a 
coward ! Yes and no. Perhaps I could speak, 
but I will not. Now you know why I kissed you, 
you dear old doctor." 

Slowly the long line of carriages moved onward, 
whilst purple-faced" and confounded. Dr. Felix 
followed with his eyes the bare, bleached head 
still turned towards him. Scarcely a second ; the 
greasy, yellow fog opened and closed. A single 
ruby eye glared ominously at the panting watcher, 
and vanished. With a boding yell of evil augury, 
the train sped on its rapid way. Lieutenant 
Helyar was gone — ^to rebellion and ruin ; so the 
angry doctor sorrowfully prognosticated, and not 
without good reason. 

Pre-oceupied, unobservant, he walked away to 
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lose himself in tlie dismal mark^ until the brilliant 
lights of a gin palace arresting his attention, 
showed him that he had stopped by chance opposite 
a cab-stand. More than one jocular voice answered 
the signal of his stout bamboo. This hybrid Jack 
Tar is fair game for chaff. 

" Eour-wheeler, old gentP Here you are — 
Tyburn, Tower-hill, Wapping Old Stairs P All 
right, Cap'en ; in with you.^* 

The ^ Cap'en ' neither heeded nor heard. Those 
vexing words rung changes in his ears and 
deafened him : " Perhaps I could speak, but I will 
not. Honour or dishonour, no matter.^' Astound- 
ing ! *' Let me kiss you, you dear old doctor ! '* 

" Pish ! pah ! confound the fellow,'* he growled 
again and again ; his dinner is spoiled, his pipe 
only half-smoked. " If I could but see daylight, 
catch a clue instead of a tartar. What has 
our hard-headed, soft-hearted Lieutenant been 
doing P Anyway, I am pledged to pull him 
through ; but only with the Captain^s favour and 
indulgence, and his own confession — nothing 
screened — no reservations. How much do I know ? 
Umph ! little enough. Lieutenant Helyar, against 
my advice, goes off on his own tack and over- 
stays his leave of absence. I am as cut up as- 
Well, I'd liefer the truant had been Jack Felix. 
But heaven be praised for all mercies — a change in 
our sailing orders, and my Eodney being more than 
a bit of a favourite with our excellent Captain, I 
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^et permission to see after the missing junior, with 
a hint that matters shall not be pushed to ex- 
tremity; that my boy shall have all possible 
indulgence, a chance of clearing himself and 
saying his honour. Never in mischief on board 
was Eodney — ^first and foremost in duty as in 
favour. Brave and strong as a sealion — cute and 
€ool as a fish. I am off on the instant^ joyful of 
lieart. I take my bearings in the right direction, 
.stumble on the lad's portmanteau and sea clothes 
untouched at the country station where we parted 
company, scud before the wind express train, and 
finaUy signal my prize and bear straight dovm on 
the river-side hotel where he lies. A wreck, and 
no mistake, poor fellow. Ill, dazed, delirious, 
ungrateful, my boy sulks Uke a savage, and talks 
beaven knows what rubbish. I sit with him 
through the night, I physic him, heal him, hale 
him ; in fine, I convey him, properly clothed, to 
the railway^station. He is stupid the first part of 
the journey, so I ask no questions but ply him 
•discreetly with a good running fire of advice and 
suggestion. He has had a brain fever, or say, a 
sunstroke.'* 

" No go that, doctor, in November." 
''Bight, Lieutenant, right. Glad to find you 
80 sharp, sir; plenty of other accidents. Needs 
must, you know, when the devil drives." 

** I can swear as to physical disability ; the rest 
is his own business and pretty plain sailing. For 
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awhile he is mild as milk ; will go anywhere — ^to- 
the dogs if I wish. Just what I am trying ta 
hinder. But he must see his mother — ^prepare his 
mother. Such nonsense ! We have no Spartan 
mothers now-a-days. 'TwiU cool his courage still 
further. Plague take these timid, tender creatures, 
all tears and giggles. Somebody laughed — some- 
where. Is there a woman at the bottom of this 
mess ? No ; Rodney has been kept out of harm's 
way, the daughters of Eve. He loves his mother. 
The wish is natural ; we part company then for a 
few hours. Afraid to trust youP not a bit of it, 
Lieutenant— not a bit of it. You have a tale to 
tell. Tou will come to the scratch like a — sailor 
— to-morrow P '* 

"Aye, aye," he breaks in doleftilly; "that is,, 
you are very good to me. Let me kiss *' — 

" I am half-strangled. He will hold his tongue. 
Then he is done for. The Queen's grace herself 
could not unlock his lips. A very mule for temper 
he always was, and is. It might have been the 
making of him ; but now the wind blows from the 
wrong quarter. Look out ahoy ! Breakers ahead, 
and very dirty weather. Was ever doctor of 
medicine and morals so scurvily treated f How 
shall I tackle him ? Tell him he will run aground,, 
stick fast in the mud." 

" Ugh ! don't I know it, doctor. What shall it 
profit a man " — 
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'^ Our Captain's favourite text. Fd like to send 
Urn a chest of new sermons, short and 8hi2>-6liape» 
Heigh-lio ! my pipe is ont ; I am half -asleep, and 
no wonder, after my double watch beside that 
scamp's bed. Fll just turn into my berth and 
have a fair twelve hours; get an idea in my 
dreams, and, maybe, keep the Godsend for wsiking 
use." 

*^Here you, Tom, Dick, Harry 1 A chamber 
candlestick, and be quick about it. Only just 
gone seven? I know it, you grinning monkey. 
This is a free country. Qh, you didn't smile, not 
at all ! I ought to be abed ; the light, the light,, 
Jacko. Where is he now, my poor, unlucky boy P 
How is he faring P " 

Badly enough, and not only in the disturbed 
doctor's dreams. Impetuously to resolve, and as 
impetuously to act, is one thing ; to wait in cold 
blood and suffer consequences is another. For the 
first daring blow is not all the battle, and victory 
may be bought at the cost of a helpless, hopeless 
existence. 

Eodney Helyar, alone in his half of the railway 
■carriage, realised that for him the hand-to-hand 
struggle, long and wearisome, was just begun, or 
rather, yet to come. Impelled by a sudden and 
most terrible conviction, he had obeyed an im- 
perious instinct, an inner voice impossible to resist, 
without tiiought of that inevitable to-morrow 
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'which must be faced ; nay, of countless to-morrows, 
despairing, burdened days, crushing him already 
with a weight of guilt and care and doubtfdl 
questioning. 

*^ What is to become of us — of my mother 9 
She will not understand ; how should she ? "Will 
«he trust ? " 

He can hardly hope it, telling her so little. Her 
tears, her reproaches, so just, so hard to bear, will 
not be his lightest punishment. Yet he must go 
to her, and himself break to her softly the ill- 
news of her son's shame and wrong doing. 
Strangers have scant pity. He has trusted in 
himself : but a small indiscretion to drag a man 
down for life. The experience is common enough: 
salutary, not ruinous. A chance — stay — ^he will 
be honest; brought about most certainly by his 
own weakness. He will endure and make no sigpa. 
Men can live and hold their own — men without 
mothers. In the wilds of Australia or Califomia 
how easy to forget, knowing himself forgotten. At 
that Liverpool hotel, the temptation had allured 
him dangerously. It vexes him again now, as like 
a caged hysena he prowls to and fro in his narrow 
•cabin, protesting, raging, body and soul im- 
prisoned, looking out into the wet night or up to 
the starless sky. 

" What is to become of us— of — ^het— of me P 
I will make her amends/' he repeats doggedly, 
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taming over possible and impossible means, twis1>- 
ing and chafing in the net of circumstances his own 
foUj and a cruel hap-hazard have cast around him. 
** Let us eat and drink, for to-morrow we die ; " 
a Pagan consolation and a reckless, yet to-night 
Eodney Helyar can find no better. Come what 
will, he must be master ; the sidlen lord of his 
tired limbs and fevered thoughts. Stretched at 
length on the sofa seat, he compelled himself to 
stillness, cudgelling his brains for an opiate where- 
with to deaden the torture of a hideous, haunting 
memory. In his pocket his favourite meerschaum 
lies ready to hand^ tobacco pouch and vestas along* 
side, as on that terrible night when all too con- 
fident — ^too careless. • . . Tush! the past is 
behind him ; he acted then, there can be no 
repentance. Forward, forward — wherever the road 
may lead. 

Hearts of oak are onr ships, 
Jolly tars are our men, 
We always are ready, 
Steady, boys, steady I 
Well fight and well oonqner again and again. 

Hurrah ! the spell begins to work ; he has not 
moved for three minutes. That was a powerful, 
all-overish twinge. 

* Steady, boys, steady I ' 

Half sitting, half lying, he slowly filled his pipe^ 
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irhistling the familiar old tune in notes as dear 
and sweet as those of a flute. 

Now it is done, and well done. He is in the 
humour to shut his eyes and think of nothing. A 
hiss, a tiny spark, a subtle perfume, then smoke 
And silence take possession of the carriage. 



CHAPTER n. 

MAKING ENEMIES. 

*^ £[e is smokiiig ! a dirty mechanic's pipe, this dis- 
appointing hero^— this shabby Flatus Adonis. I 
believe the worst of him, the very worst — a dis- 
grace to his charming coat and his dear doctor ; I 
am convinced of it. Are we not ashamed of my 
dead uncle, whose empty cigar boxes litter the 
garret floor, whose name nobody ever mentions. I 
almost wish I had not seen, because I was forced 
to hear. I could put up with a great deal, but 
cowardice — ^it is not to be thought of. Tet why 
am I here, a listener, in hiding 9 Why should I 
make excuses for anybody; why remember that 
Sir Walter Raleigh, chivalrous, beloved Sir Walter 
was a smoker ? It is most inconvenient to have a 
logical mind. I must act, not reason; I must act 
at once, and open the window*— or suffocate in my 
comer. But— but — the slightest movement will 
betray me — Cceur de Lion; now what put that 
name into my head ? This foolish sailor has keen 
eyes ; I shall be discovered, adjudged as great a 
sneak as the creature is himself. As afraid to 
speak, to be punished. I — ^would own my fault if 
I died for it ; only being modest, a girl, I could 
not startle two men, and with Madame's French 
bowy gracefully leave the carriage. Such an 
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opportunity to begin my career, to make an im- 
pression; and I let it slip, like— like a coward/' 

Eunice Stanisbrough shook off a heavy shawl, 
and struggled to her feet, not without difficulty,. 
Self -conviction or tobacco-smoke spoiled her com- 
fortable reverie. She felt miserably sick and 
qualmish, much nearer crying than laughing, as 
faint and fearful she once more collapsed; 
huddled together on the cushioned seat, a heap of 
grey fluff and fur, out of which two piteous eyes, 
bright as those of the squirrel, whose stolen coat she- 
wore, flashed wet, angry glances into the choking 
haze. Puff, puff, he sits and smokes with cruel 
stolidity, that wretched CcBur de Lion impostor. 
Still as a mouse, her white cheeks every moment^ 
whiter, her face ghost-like in its frame of dusky 
hair, the girl sincerely repented her indiscretion. 
Half-an-hour ago she had felt herself so capable, 
so delightfully unfettered ; sure of her power, eager 
to begin her new life. 

An eccentric upbringing had made her self- 
reliant, whilst fostering a certain romance and 
depth of feeling not guessed at either by the 
aunts whose adopted child she was, or by her 
school-fellows parted from to-day " for good and 
all,'' after two years of companionship ; an exile 
without holidays. 

** It will quell her courage," said Mrs. Stanis- 
brough cheerfully. '^Absence makes the heart 
grow fonder. For once you are right, sister-in-law 
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Anne — ^the child will come home a woman, con- 
tent to wait beside ns in Tower Street until " — 

The mother-aunt nodded a sagacious head, 
whilst Eunice, lowly seated on her wooden stool, 
finished the hemming of a duster along with 
aunty's mysterious speech. Well did the little 
girl know what was expected of her ; the delight- 
ful part given her to play, not in sooty Tower 
Street, but out and away in the gay, beautifcd 
world. Even then she had vowed not to be 
daunted. The best of everything she must have 
— yes, and share. She was not greedy ; she meant 
to be good, obedient, resigned to *' Fate,'* written 
on her simple heart in lovely letters of gold. 
Plutus Adonis — her hero, enchanter, prince. The 
creduloas, fabulous past comes crowding back to 
her this evening, a whirl of bright, confusing 
images, pleasant and painful. Her head throbs 
and swims ; she feels so giddy, so tottering, so 
cruelly deceived and indignant. Soon to speak 
will be impossible : reproof bums within her ; 
this delinquent must be awakened, at any rate 
made uncomfortable. 

" What shall I do, what shall I doP '* she cries 
softly. 

Budeness is hateful; courtesy at the cost of 
truth enrages her. Smarting tears blind her .eyes 
as she sits up, pulls aside the friendly curtain, and 
says with youthful severity^ 

" Gentlemen ''—ominous stress on the twice- 

TOL. I. 
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repeated word — " Gentlemen, do not smoke in & 
lady's — in a general carria.ge. It is against the 
rules.*' 

There, the thought of her heart is out ; she has 
affironted him, and she is sorry. Was that 
indeed her own voice, sharp and shrewish ? She 
has wasted her breath and perilled her dignity : 
her seventeen years bespeak her an innocent^ 
perhaps a school-girl. With a single step the 
enemy is upon her. Cool, critical, the offensive 
meerschaum still in his mouth, he pushes back the 
door, and stands before her. A light, pungent 
cloud curls under Eunice's delicate Grecian nose^ 
and the salt tears overflowing her eyes drop thick 
and fast, dabbling her squirrel tippet and the 
pretty cover of a French prize classic — ^her hardly- 
won " Paul et Virginie." 

All blurred and blotted, the dainty green and 
gold treasure lies in her lap, conspicuous beneath 
the tell-tale lamp-light. Eunice is also at this 
sturdy sailor's mercy, held fast like the dear 
doctor ; helpless, awkward, in spite of deportment 
masters and grammars of etiquette. 

A spy detected I She reads her guilt in the 
young fellow's amazed face. Pangs of shame 
lower her proud head, and colour becomingly her 
soft, pale cheeks. She knows that she has failed 
altogether, and with a girl's foolish exaggeration^ 
she has often enough declared, '^ I wotdd rather 
die." 
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There is, however, no qnestion of dying, 
though the rapid pulsation of her heart maj 
mean something serious. 

" He is a nobody — ^I don't like htm ; I believe 
the worst of him. I shall tell him so in another 
minute. Will he never leave of staring, smoking P 
Ah ! he is gone ; I am free. I can breathe — ^yes 
— no — here he comes again, a penitent. Now for 
apologies.^ 

Eunice stiffened her limp back, and waited 
graciously, softened by the big sailor's sudden dis- 
comfiture, which happened naturally enough. 

" Paul et Virginie,'' out of sight and mind, had 
slipped from its owner's numb fingers to the floor; 
and the young man's hand diving instinctively 
after the book, glistened with more than one of 
those scalding tears. His eyes, curiously di&r 
mayed, fettered himself then ; his own tongue 
savagely condemned him. 

" Brute — blockhead ! " he muttered impatiently, 
aware of the red blood rushing over his face, 
dyeing the roots of his fair hair, turning him 
scarlet as a lobster. '^ I beg your pardon, young 
lady. I—" 

And striding to his own window, he rattled 
down the glass, flinging the precious pipe far 
away, and watching its silent fall into the gleam- 
ing steel waters of a quiet river. 

To part with so old a friend in need annoyed 
>iiTn apparently. Eunice thought so when at last 
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he began to speak, slowly, in a pondering fashion, 
'as if roused out of a sulky meditation. 

'* Gentlemen, do not smoke. Gentlemen — " 

How the giirl winced at her own words. He did 
not notice her chagrin — the pure white face, the 
soft mass of dusky brown hair, the pretty, shapely 
head, hanging low like a winter snowdrop; to- 
night Rodney Helyar's eyes were dim. Inclined 
to be critical, he looked within, and studied, not 
hik offending companion, but himself. Eunice's 
words stirred him more curiously than her face, 
at least, for the moment. 

*' Gentlemen — gentlemen. Had it come to 
this — did he carry disgrace branded on his fore^ 
head? Not yet, thank heaven ! '' 

*^ Tou are the young lady who laughed — ^who 
listened,'' he said with vexing simplicity and 
swift recollection. *'It is of no consequence^ 
mademoiselle " — glancing at " Paul et Virginie ''— 
" a schoolboy would have come out of his comer ; 
schoolgirls have no pluck, and a code of their own.. 
I beg your pardon, I wished to excuse you. You 
heard without understanding, I forgive you. Am 
I not a gentleman P Perhaps — ^you may be right 
— I Was always a stupid fellow — a girl could not 
uhderstand. But you heard ; will you tell me — ^I 
cannot for the life of me make out — what was 
there to laugh at P " 

Absurd question. He will go on asking it till 
Doomsday, patiently waiting. 
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Ennice lias a dozen reasons, but not one readj 
at the moment. She longed to lift her head, and 
with shining eyes rebuke her tormentor, instead of 
saying weakly — 

" I — ^you — ^it was all so fanny /^ 

He bent low to catch that almost inaudible last 
word. Funny — ^well, well, let it pass ; he exone- 
rated her, a schoolgirl, younger even than her 
Uttle airs and graces betokened. Funny — ^the 
child's excuse moved him to light laughter;, 
comedy and tragedy lie so near together. It was 
not worth while to justify himself; yet he said 
somewhat gravely, subsiding into common-sense 
and sturdy protest — 

"Pardon, mademoiselle, it is I who do not 
understand — a dull man, reared on board ship^as 
out of my element here as a porpoise in a state 
cabin. You smile again ; I see that we are agreed. 
All over the world Dr. Felix and I have sailed in 
company. He is the only father I have ever 
known. Twice he has risked his life to save 
mine. Now he will save my — Forgive me, I 
forget you were not really a listener; we are 
quits." 

"Schoolgirl — no pluck — quits. Ah! the mis- 
guided, rude young man ! " 

Eunice's temper rose with her dusky head ; 
her clear grey eyes, large and full of fire, read the 
junior lieutenant through and through — ^read to 
^com him. Neither noble nor clever, with just 
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sense enough to find out an enemy's weakness. 
Ignoble minds measure others by themselves. 

She told her antagonist so in a bright momen- 
tary glance, and then turned away to hide her 
mortification. That blazing presentation ticket 
on " Fiaul et Virginie" must have betrayed her. In 
her returning confusion, she was not the least 
aware of the mischief she had done^ or that the 
battle might truly be called a drawn one. The 
foe stood firm, towering over her — a clumsy sailor, 
eertainly not a gentleman. She believes the very 
worst of him, and opening her book topsy-turvy, 
makes pretence to read. 

He, divining her trouble, went quietly back to 
his seat. His pipe was gone, and for compensa- 
tion this queer specimen of the girl genus assailed 
him with tongue and eyes ; diverting his thoughts, 
drawing him to her in painful, not pleasing attrac- 
tion. Although a sailor bom and bred, whose 
heme had ever been his ship, Bodney Helyar, like 
other yoxmg men, had his simple dream or 
romance. A very distinct ideal of the one woman 
to live and die for dwelt in his fancy, if not in his 
heart. He thought of her as he thought of his 
delicate mother in day and night watches — a 
tender, trusting creature, clinging to him, believ*-^ 
ing in him against all the world. 

The white rose-bud, the modest lily, sweet, pure 
'flind fragile, rare to find, and when gathered to be 
with infinite pride, protected with fondest 
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Cfure, served with single-Iiearted devotion. Now 
and again the girl of his choice looked at him in 
the tropical, enervating darkness of southern 
seas at midnight, when all was calm and still; 
the lap of phosphorescent water soothing him 
dangerously, the faint, sultry breeze kissing and 
closing his usually wide-awake, far-seeing, 
northern blue eyes. His mother, as she must 
have looked when his father married her, before 
ill-health and deprivation and loneliness had 
changed and made her very dear to him, very 
dependent on his indulgence. 

This was the apology Rodney made, excusing 
where outsiders could find no excuse. 

**She is my mother," the simple sailor said, 
dreaming of a wife, a love, like and yet unlike 
the only woman he had ever come into intimate 
companionship with. Of girls he knew nothing, 
nor cared to know. All the same, he looked shyly 
at Eunice from time to time, feeling the shine, as 
it were, of her wonderful eyes, the smart of her 
girUsh tongue. 

** Gentlemen — gentlemen ^' — ^he made a wry face, 
pressing his thin lips tightly together — *' I shall 
be a gentleman holding my tongue. She did not 
know what she said. I am bound to my resolu- 
tion. Bight or wrong, how can I speak» 
Mademoiselle, it is you who are the sham — a very 
pretty deception in Dresden China; magnificent 
hair, handsome figure-head, heart of the smallest 
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and toughest. Truthful P yes — to a fault* 
Generous ? I don't think it, and don't care to in- 
quire : she is not my sort of girl ; she can take 
care of herself. She shall not do it though. Does 
she travel farP Alone, so good-looking; what 
are her brothers about P But perhaps she has 
nobody, not even a mother. It is my duty to look 
after her, and she will not like it; then she ought 
to. Here we are at the Junction ; what a rush to 
the feeding-place. Mademoiselle, mademoiselle — 
stop — stop ! " 

He puts forth a detaining hand too late. Eunice 
springs past him, opens the door, and is lost in. 
the crowd on the platform before he can do aught 
more decided than pick up " Paul et Virginie '' 
lying on the floor at his feet. 

Whilst he has been mentally discussing her, the 
schoolgirl has resolved to set him a good example. 
She will go back to her escort, Mrs. Chatterson. 
A girl has pluck enough to take her deserts. 
Presently the Lieutenant discovered her clinging 
to the arm of a regular Mother Hubbard ; a mite 

4 

of a woman assaulting two stout porters much 
after the manner of a yelping Scotch terrier, all 
bark and no bite. 

<^ Not 'sponsible unless ticketed I Out upon 
you dunderheads! Ton go find my young lady 
this very minnit, or it's ticketed you'll be your 
own selves with our family lawyer on your backs^ 
you and your precious Company, stupids 1 Let me 
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once clap my eyes on her safe and sonnd. By 
your leave ? No such a thing — she dodged me 
with buying of buns, stale ones, did Miss Eunice. 
Hands off, ma'am ! Never, till IVe got her alive 
or dead. No impudence, young men, if you please, 
to Prudence Chatterson, a respectable body- 
servant, an' proud to own it. Ain't I very big P 
No more is a cockleburr ; but we can stick — 
Eh, goodness I my dearest, dear missy. Is it your- 
self ? Wherever " — 

^' Nurse, nurse, be quiet," implored the dis- 
gusted young lady. " 1 have been tugging at your 
arm the last five minutes. Everybody is gaping 
and staring at us.^' 

" Deed then, I see but one, Miss Nisie, an' it's 
just yourself his eyes is glued to," retaliated the 
sharp little woman. '* A wonderful big boy in 
brass buttons, at yon window. Oh, my sad — 
gracious — me ! she's off again, I do declare ; she's 
after him, that identicallest Brummagen sailor. 
I'll not be made a cat's paw of like this to please 
missus nor miss — never no more — never no more. 
An' her fur tippet in my grip— an' the buns a- 
rolling. Ah, young folks 1 I'll give 'em three 
minnits. Woe's me ! I've been foolish myself, 
aji' lived to repent. We'm boun' to pay back good 
for evil." 

Meanwhile, with glowing cheeks and steadfast 
heart, Eunice reached the carriage she had so 
lately quitted. Within sat Lieutenant Helyar, 
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her beautiful "Paul et Virginie'* in his hand* 
Smiling, he held the book out to her. She neither 
took nor saw it. Her fearless eyes met his ; her 
voice faltered from haste and eagerness. 

*' I have come to tell you the truth/' she said.. 
"I did listen — and — and — ^I understood — the 
worst — the — very worst— I am afraid so. But I 
had no right to speak, for I have done wrong 
myself. I ran away from my servant, from the 
pugs and old maids, and propriety. Only — ^I — 
shall take my deserts, and begin again. Now we 
are quits, as you said. Now we can always think 
badly of each other. Yes Chatters, I am 
ready '* — 

" An' high time, too," grumbled that fussy little 
woman, leading her charge away. " This is the 
proper carriage, missy, for proper young ladies. 
I'll thank you to step in afore me. Fie, my dear, 
fie ! Is this your boarding-school manners? I 
humbly hope not. Fie, fie, and for shame ! " 

"An honest child,'' said the Lieutenant, and he 
put " Paul et Virginie " into his pocket. " She wiU 
take her deserts, the innocent — Lucky if she 
gets 'em. Queer company is better than none. I 
wish she had not deserted me. Thank heaven I I 
go to the dogs alone. Ah, no ! there is my mother. 
Mother, mother, you must not think the worst 
of me.'* 
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PUSSY CAT. 

Not until the station lights had been left far 
behind did little Mrs. Chatterson relax the grim 
severity of her guardianship, and pulling up the 
blinds she had ruthlessly lowered, allow her silent 
charge to gaze unrebuked at the inky landscape. 

Faithful and fidgety, as becomes a family 
servant of mature years, Nurse Chatters prepared 
with alacrity to improve the occasion for " missy's 
benefit.^ 

*' A woman grown to look at and a grand lady,*' 
she muttered, ^' but a child still, an' a headstrong 
one. The quieter the worserer," she affirmed, 
ehallengiDg contradiction, in a louder key after 
brief reflection. *^ I've the bestests of reasons to 
say it, missy. I can guess how 'tis with you, 
being speechless ; studdin' more mischief belike^ 
aa' wild goose chases. That was Pussy Cat's dis- 
positions, only he'd not demean hisself to a bam- 
'door fowl — ^not he ! My husband he was, Miss 
Eunice, drowned in the Loositany along with your 
uncle, the mistress's handsome Captain, when you 
was too little much to remember. Marmaduker 
was my man's christened name ; his nature it was 
hares, poached ones, down to the very thumbs an^ 
great toes of him. Pussy cats we call 'em, just 
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for honesty. Polks bom to be banged can't be 
drowned, they do say, and more's the pity. I 
dnnno^I wish I did. Do you believe in sperrits. 
Miss Nisie P Ghostes, ghostes, my dear ; not 
whiskey, nor half so temptious. *Tis a lawful 
decease is drowning, an' respectable. Fancy me, 
Prudence Puddy that was, an' your honourable 
aunt's own body-servant, the widow of a hanged 
man. Ugh ! What ails you, dearie P My speech 
is my own ; I'm proud of it. They've learned you 
to bridle an' mince, to cheat your poor nurse, an' 
run away from her. I doubt you'll get cheated 
yourself with buttons an' broadcloth. To be sure, 
he wasn't much to look at, your beau, or I'd never 
have connived for the pair of you, picking up the 
buns an' wishing the hands what made 'em was 
forced to eat 'em. Never mind, missy, beauty is 
deceitful — leastways. Pussy Ca.t's was. What 
station is this ? A big one, an' as light as day. 
Gome back from the window. Miss Eunice ! Come 
back direckly ! " 

" There he is ! there he is ! " cried the girl 
suddenly. "Why, nurse, you foolish woman; 
what is the matter P Tou hurt me — you hurt me 
terribly ! I believe she is going to have a fit," 
said the young lady impatiently, shaking off the 
nervous hand laid on her shoulder. ^^ How awkward 
— how compromising ! I could have travelled far 
more creditably alone, and so I shall tell Aunt 
Persis, most certainly. Shut the window — ^pull 
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down the blind P With all my hearty silly 
Chatters. Coeur de Lion is gone ; a lady met 
him — his mother, I suppose. She does not please 
me any better than does her son. Now, nurse, 
you need never complain of my running away 
after such shameful behaviour on your own part. 
Your teeth chatter still ; you cannot take care of 
yourself. Lucky Blanche Crocker to have a real 
maid of her own. Not that it matters: my 
fortune will come some day ; menservants and 
maidservants, carriages and horses. Tou shall 
retire then, nursie, with a pension, though you 
don't deserve it. Tou shall stay at home and 
dream dreams, and see visions of your handsome, 
lost Pussy Cat.'' 

Eunice spoke gaily, and not without force, un- 
clasped Mrs. Chatterson's pinching fingers. It is 
wonderfully invigorating to have an enemy; to 
feel that war is declared, that one stands com- 
mitted, and doubt and indecision are equally im- 
possible. 

A parting glance of calm disapprobation met 
Lieutenant Helyar's wandering eyes as he slowly 
left the platform. Eunice felt consistent, 
harmonious and happy. 

Not so poor Chatters, though she tried hard to 
recover the use of her tongue and her trembling 
limbs. 

" Lost — ^lost — ^Pussy Cat," she sobbed, and let 
fall a few tears. " Heaven grant it, my dear — 
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amen — ^but I was never a Incky woman. 'Tis in 
my head the scapegrace was, an' before my mind's 
eye when you screeched out an' startled me. This 
time we'm spared, purses an' good names. But— 
oh, my dear mistress ! ordained to swallow a 
double dose of forgiveness afore she's dead an' 
buried. Master an' man — where one is t'other 
ain't far behind ; miles atween us by this time, 
Miss Nisie. I'm better, dearie, better. Hush, 
child, hush! you don't know nothing; but-;-let 
him appear again — let him appear again ! A 
worm can turn. Missy, missy, be quiet." 

*'Now, nurse, you are to take a nap in the 
corner without another word," ordered Eunice. 
"I have heard enough nonsense, I want to think. 
We have both made a mistake, and we will not do 
it again for why ? — we shan't get the chance. 
Naughtiness is anything but nice afterwards. Gro 
to sleep like a good woman." 

Mrs. Chatterson for once cowed, submitted ; and 
soon a gentle snoring, steadily continued, relieved 
Eunice's fears. For the rest of the journey her 
irrepressible companion was disposed of. 

And to this she was returning ; this ceaseless 
babble of barbarous dialect, enriched with news- 
paper polysyllables, noted and spelled; carefully 
treasured for special use in proof that, if country 
bom, Mrs. Chatterson was not altogether country 
bred, but fully entitled to hold up her head with 
the genteelest of her city neighbours. Alas I 
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was this the worst 9 Oh for a fairy wajid to 
Kshange eyeiything^ or a taiij coach to take 
Cinderella out of the ashes— ont and away. Awaj 
from dingy Tower Street into the brilliant, beauti- 
ful world. Patience ; it will come some day. She 
knows what she wants ; she has faith in herself 
and her destiny. At seventeen life offers such 
endless possibilities that belief may well be 
boundless when one has vowed not to be beaten. 

Eunice Stanisbrough is a clever castle builder; 
if one airy tower tumbles, another taller and 
stronger rises from the ruins. A place in the 
world, in society— a pleasant place — she must and 
will have ; her liberal share of the good things 
bestowed on a favoured few ; all the delights that 
riches, well used, of course, bring to the enviable 
possessor. In brief, the highest and best — ^some- 
how, some time. This is her girlish ambition ; 
for this she will work and wait. 

Doleful Aunt Anne bemoans the dear child's 
vanity, prophesying disappointment. Vivacious, 
imperious Aunt Persis, Eunice's adopted mother, 
feeds and fosters the girl's brilliant aspirations. 
At " aunty's knee " Eunice learned, whilst yet a 
little one, to wish wishes, to see visions, and listen- 
ing seriously to the frank talk of her elders, to 
make a story for herself; a story growing more 
wondrous, more beautiful, with the dreamer's 
growing years as the meaning of this and thai 
dark parable became clear to her. 
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Aunt Persy had blnndered. Eunice was to win: 
back lost happiness, name and position for herself, 
and through herself for the god-mother whose re- 
tirement and privation she shared. And strangest 
puzzle of all — papa — the father barely remem- 
bered, her own, own papa, who did not love her^ 
did not want his child— was to be punished by 
that very child's success, and the solemnly re- 
peated formula — " As for my god-daughter, Eunice 
Boulting, known to me as Eunice Stanisbrough, I 
hereby declare that I cut her off with a shilling.'^ 

How was it all to come about P How much 
would a shilling buy of the pretty things one day 
to be hers P Why might she never ask questions,, 
never see her darling sister Carol, her many 
brothers P 

" Do as I bid you child, and leave the rest to 
me. 'Tis decreed, my day of vengeance, brother 
Christopher's downfall. Anne, hold your tongue ! 
You may stroke your nose ; I know what is in your 
mind. The child is mine, and is a child. She 
will take no harm ; she will do me credit." 

*' Not unless I go to school. Aunt Persis,*' Eunice, 
grown bigger and less patient, ventured one day to 
say, lookingup from her stool with large, thoughtful 
eyes. " I am not like other girls ; I know all 
that Aunt Anne knows, but Blanche Crocker says 
it is little enough, and I am dreadfully old- 
fashioned. Blanche goes to a grand London 
school. She will come out — ^she means to win in 
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a canter. I can^t quite explain it, except that she 
is sure I shall never win at all here in Tower 
Street. So you see, aunty, it can't be helped. You 
wiU have to send me to school.'* 

Mrs. Stanisbrough held out awhile, discoursing 
of half-yearly bills, music, dancing, and French 
jabber; then when Eunice's hopes were at the 
lowest, her capricious god-mother suddenly 
announced— 

^ Fate is apt to be a laggard ; the child shall 
go — ^and stay. Half-measures are useless.*' 

Nevertheless, Eunice's joy vexed her adopted 
mother sorely. Tielding, Mrs. Stanisbrough took 
refuge in much head shaking and oracular utter- 
ance. 

*' I tell you. Duchess, though you were snowed 
up at the North Pole, the biggest dunce in 
Christendom, 'twould come — ^your destiny." 

"Plutus Adonis," answered Eunice seriously. 
"I know why you nod so hard at me, aunt dear. 
He would come and ride away. Blanche is quite 
certain ; because I shall have neither money nor 
manners, nor a beautiful face; nothing but a 
squire for my father. Madame Bubelle's young 
ladies respect real squires ; grown-up men and 
women go in for money — Blanche told me so." 

** Fiddlesticks 1 " cried Aunt Persis impatiently. 
** Blanche grows over wise ; such talk is only fit 
for the shop or the kitchen. I have half a mind 
to keep you in Tower Street, Duchess. Sneer at a 

VOL. I. D 
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pedigree t the vulgatarians ! I want you to do 
your birth credit, child ; to confound these bad, 
new-fangled doctrines/' 

**And I will, aunty; I will indeed. I know 
what you expect of me. I am to grow up a perfect 
lady, and come to years of discretion, and make a 
good match, and be rich and happy ever after- 
wards. I shall love it all'— I shall love it dearly ! 
Yes, Aunt Anne — and I will be good too. I'll not 
forget your wise proverbs, ' A bird in the hand is 
worth two in the bush,' nor Aunt Persy's funny 
songs — 

What shall we have for dinner, Mrs. Bond ? 
Beef in the larder, dncks in the pond. 
Dilla, lilla, dilla lilla, come and be killed. 

They always do come, the poor things," she 
went on musingly. " I can tempt them as often 
as I like to sing and try. The Public G-ardens ar^ 
so far away, but when I come back a woman— 

Dilla lilla, dilla Ulla, 

I shall astonish everybody." 

All this was two years ago. Could it be possible? 
That girlish boast would have to be made good ; 
how, Eunice did not quite see. A few hours ago, 
like a bird escaped from its cage, she had taken 
.fearless flight, only to discover that she was still 
little better than a half-fledged nestling. And 
craven though he might be, this sham Cceur de 
Lion, she would like to have shown him that 8he> 
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Eunice Stanisbrongh, was something more tlian 
rudely honest. He would think of her not as the 
Princess Incognita, but simply as a bread-and- 
butter schoolgirl if he ever thought of her at all. 
Schoolgirls do not win the world in a canter. 
Blanche Crocker, an authority in much beside 
slang, might be trusted. Eunice's heart misgave 
her. 

"Honour or dishonour — no confession. Ah, 
the coward ! what has he been doing ? I will 
never hold my tongue; never give in to things as 
they are. No— no ; I will make them what they 
ought to be. Reform Gabriel Cripps, or oust him ; 
modify the dear antediluvian aunts, and bring 
about a new era : an age of silk and satin, of old 
lace, China crape, and black mittens; elderly 
ladies look so nice in them. We will be picturesque, 
even elegant, rather than dowdy and homely. 
Morning calls, music, chess, conversation — instead 
of stupid compliments, proverbs, and whist with 
dummy." 

It need not be such a very dull life, the emanci- 
pated schoolgirl reflected, looking at things in the 
rose-colour flush of her home-coming. A busy 
Hf e must needs be a happy one ; and she had 
enough to do, a definite and most honourable 
mission. Her task accomplished, the fairy god- 
mother would then arrive — Blanche in her coach 
and four to carry off Cinderella — where, and whom 
to meet 9 
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Etmioe smiled — just then reaJism was intoleiv 
able. Her mother- aunt's plans and projects 
suddenly became distastief ul ; a something to be 
dimly afraid of. She tamed her thoughts quickly 
to another darling scheme, all her own : recon* 
ciliation with her long^estranged parents, sweet 
companionship with her unknown twin sister, 
Carol ; Carol, who had all the beauty and most of 
the love in Nurse Chatterson's opinion; a wild 
rose, a goldie locks, no pale, dusky-haired, grey- 
eyed city girl, but just a **ball of sunshine/* the 
life and light of the Great House, Eunice's birth* 
place. 

Deep and strong the yearning came upon her, 
along with dim memories of her childhood. Skies 
and trees, flowers and faces— oh, so unlike sooty 
Tower Street. A troop of handsome brothers,, 
proud of her, protecting her — a real mother. 

" Why is Aunt Persis so stubborn ? " she cried, 
waking Chatters from her peaceful repose. " She 
says ^ Our Father,' and she will not let me kiss 
mine. What are you saying, nurse ? I am to 
know the reason when I grow up. Then tell me 
directly — ^}'0U are smiting — you may. Has my 
aunt — is my sister — I mean, has anything^ 
changed ? " 

" Changed 'atween Boultings ! '' answered the 
old servant sorrowfully, and shook her sleepy head. 
'*No — ^no; nor never will be, missy. TouVe 
spoiled my forty winks entirely, poor child. 'TIb 
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iD the blood, contrariness an' pride. You'm tarred 
frith the same brushy dearie ; excuse my freedom 
of speech— a farmer's daughter, and no common 
menial. Maybe, they'll tell you one side of the 
gtory. Miss Eunice. You'll be none the wiser, 
nor Cliristian an' contented. My duty is — ^to hear 
all an* say nothing. Change ! not us — ^we don*t 
change in Tower Street ; lay that text to heart, 
missy, an' spare your pains. What's this? the 
tity station, and me discoursin' — We'm at home. 
Porter! porter!" 

A capable woman on her own ground, Nurse 
Cihatters bustled hither and thither. Eunice, of 
no account, sighed wearily, peering through the 
fimuts and fog at many a quaint, ghostly house, 
with wooden balconies overhanging the ill-paved, 
dirty streets, through which their "fly" jolted 
roughly on. 

" Run you in, my dear, an' get your welcome ; 
it's ill waiting for kisses when young blood boils 
oyer. Here's the latch-key — trust me to count 
your boxes. That's the door, driver, yonder, an' 
the high brick wall. Jump out. Miss Eunice* 
Oh, how good it is to see things just as they used 
to was ! The Lord make us thankful ! " 

She was really and truly grateful, the old 
woman, and not disposed to allow that discontent 
may give promise of a nobler temper. To be ill- 
pleased with one's self- 
Bat Eunice did not stop to enquire where the 
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feult lay, or who might be to blame. Holding 
her skirts well up, she walked slowly towai*ds the 
house ; a gloomy mass of brick, black with the 
smoke of centuries, surrounded on three sides 
by lofty walls; the fourth, facing the street. 
Bare and grim as a prison courtyard ; yet Aunt 
Persis is proud of her city garden. Evergreen 
shrubs, always brown, shiver in the draughty 
comers ; the flower beds are neat and empty ; the 
trellised arbour looks rustier than ever. Well 
does Eunice know the horrors of that luxuriant 
ivy, alive with a crawling crew — centipedes, 
spiders, earwigs — ^increasing and multiplying, but 
never a butterfly, bee, or spotted-red ladybird, in 
Tower Street. The same — the same — ^now and 
always. Within things look better. The pillared, 
marble-paved hall, is shadowy, and even grand* 
Beneath an antique lantern of rare old ruby glass 
Eunice stops, draws a deep breath of returning 
satisfaction, and listens. In the distance a steady,, 
muffled roar, the underground ocean swell of 
commerce ; nearer, a murmur of voices, little 
bursts of laughter, shrill altercation. 

This is what the schoolgirl hears — she smells 
toasted cheese, a vulgar, delicious odour, strange 
yet reviving. 

Madame Bubelle is not ubiquitous. Blanche 
Crocker need never know. Eunice has come home 
for good : has she ever been away ? On tip-toe, 
a loving child, she steals to the winter parlour. 
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There tihey sit, the familiar party of three — ^Aunt 
Persis counting and claiming the odd trick; Aunt 
Anne knitting fearfully, under cover of the table- 
doth; Gabriel Cripps, dommy and family friend, 
detestable, objectionable plebeian that he is — 
slowly stirring his glass of whiskey before drain- 
ing tlie horrid mixture to the last drop. His 
spoon rattles suggestively — his empty tumbler 
will be filled no more to-night. A noiseless foot 
on the Turkey carpet, a cold, white hand — his 
nectar cup has vanished. Aunts, curls and caps^ 
are surprised, spoiled and ruffled with kisses. Love 
has conquered pride ; for one night Madame 
. Eubelle's pupil will be her true self. 

Not till Gabriel Cripps had gone off to his 
bachelor lodgings could Eunice make her con- 
fession. She told her tale frankly, keeping nothing 
back. 

"He was more fool than rogue, that sailor 
lieutenant, you may depend Anne/* said Mrs* 
Stanisbrough. *' Nevertheless, I shall have a word 
with Chatters." 

^* Many words, aunty," Eunice replied. '* Poor 
nurse is quite incapable— a disgrace to the maid 
profession. She saw her husband — ^Pussy Cat ; it 
was only fancy, of course. He was drowned, she 
says, years ago ; but — she nearly took a fit. What 
is the matter. Aunt Persis P I am to go to bed? 
I talk too fast ? Yes, only first — ^how do you like 
me god-mother ? " 
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Mrs. Stanisbrongh looked absently at the slight, 
girlish figure, the well-set brown head, pale, pure 
face, and large, clear eyes, shining, yet serious. 

"Get your beauty sleep, child, and ask no 
questions till — to-morrow-7-to-morrow. Duchess. 
Send Chatters here immediately, Eunice ; all else 
can wait." 

The young girl went singing upstairs. 

" I have not done so badly,'' she thought. " Oh, 
you dear peony of an aunt ; you little guess what 
is going to happen. Change, reform — a new order 
of things— 

Dilla lilla, dilla lilla, oome and be killed." 



CHAPTER IV. 

SIX OF ONE AND HALF-A-DOZEN OF THE OTHEB. 

•« Come and be kiUed." 

Eunice's clear young voice floated down the dark 
oak staircase. Aunt Persy's bell rang violently, and 
little Prudence Chatterson, shaking in her soft 
shoes, prepared for execution. 

" I never thought missy would tell on herself,*' 
she grumbled ; " 'tis too late to bite my tongue 
oat, an' the mistress is so hard to stultify. PU 
do my utmost not to frighten her without cause. 
Ding-a-dong— coming, ma'am, coming ! " 

She did not wait to be examined, but humbled 
herself in a hurry, perhaps unwisely— 

*' I seed him at the scullery window — ^not in the 
flesh, ma'am, dear — Pussy Cat, my scamp of a 
husband, with a brace of hares in's hand- 
poached ones I'll warrant ; nevertheless, they was 
railway labelled. A week agone mebbe, or two 
weeks, which don't matter ; ghostes being Bible 
&.cks, though not drenched to the skin, seeing it 
was a stormy night, an' no doubt he rose, the 
rascal, straight out of the salt waters. ^ You'll be 
hanged yet, villain/ ... I screeched, whereat 
he vanished with the devil's own grin an' a scent 
-ci brimstone. Carlo's sulphur stick on the shelf 
hard by is beautiful compared to't. In the body 
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or not, the rapscallion is at his old tricks. I can^t 
say no more ; .do'ee forgive me, Miss Persy ! " 

" I don't know that I shall,*' Mrs. Stanisbrough 
told her. " Was there ever a woman so childish? 
A ghost, railway labelled ! Nonsense ! That 
new housemaid is too pretty for Tower Street ; 
you will have to look after her. Put up your 
shutters, bolt your doors, and vex us with no more 
fits, my good Prudence, or I shall think that your 
young lady is right, and you are only suited ta 
carry a milk pail." 

Mrs. Chatterson went away tearful, yet com- 
forted. She reposed the fullest trust in her 
mistress ; to doubt would be to fail in domestic 
duty. All the same, she kept a sharp look out— 
to no purpose. Neither at door nor window was 
anything in the shape of a man to be pounced 
upon. Black-eyed Ellen got a situation farther 
from the railway station, and her delinquencies 
were forgotten. 

** Providence would never serve me such an ill- 
turn, sister Anne," said Persis. *^ IVe had my 
share of bitters. Our child's happiness is well in- 
train. Christopher must and shall be mortified. 
Eunice has grown into a beauty ; most folks will 
think so. I prefer a curly head, a red-rose face,, 
and partridge-plump figure. At her age — well — 
well — I had my good looks and my lovers. You 
may look at me now if you doubt it. And I 
picked up the crooked stick. If our Duchess were* 
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to do the same 't would be the death of me. Hold 
your tongue, good goose ; hold jour tongue ! Not 
a farthing of my money, beyond her wedding 
clothes, shall the child touch. We Boultings keep 
our promises. I am not so hard-hearted as I 
seem. I have planned it all. Christopher shall 
bite the dust, whilst I in my grave laugh and sing^ 
Fiddle-de-dee ! ^Tis a very foolish woman who 
cannot outwit a man in the long run. Wait, 
sister Anne — wait ; and you will see.'* 

That life-long growth of malice and hatred, 
usually called a " family quarrel," may well humi* 
Uate the pride which nourishes and cherishes 
it. But a tiny seed, carelessly sown, a look, 
a word, a flash of temper, and little by little the 
mischief taking root, branches Far and wide, till 
the clear windows of the soul are darkened, and 
the heart's tenderest affections wither away. 

" A brother offended is harder to be won than a 
strong city.'' 

Such a brother was Christopher Boulting, of 
"The Great House, Broad Easton "— Eunice 
Stanisbrough's father. A man held in local 
honour and respect ; genial in genial company-— 
the faithfuUest friend, the bitterest enemy. In 
the village a rural king and benefactor; in hisr 
family something of a despot, more feared than 
beloved. 

To fear God, honour the Queen, bear rule in 
his own house, and neither forgive nor forget an 
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iDJnty — ^this was the snm and substance of the 
sturdy squire's creed. Nevertheless, his gentle, 
inyalided wife loved him dearly, as he in his turn 
loved her. For his Hetty he had no harsh words, 
no sullen tempers ; only smiles, caresses, and 
patient service — a quite boyish brightness and 
playfulness of humour. True, his will was hers: 
she believed in him and trusted him entirely. His 
rugged, imperious nature found a lasting charm in 
her softness and submission ; her peach-like 
beauty pleased him ; her weakness appealed to his 
strength. Next to his wife, his daughter Carol 
was held dear and precious ; for the sons, the boys 
who came thick and fast, there seemed no room in 
his stubborn heart. 

An heir is a necessity where there are lands 
and expectations. Ten inheritors of the family 
name and pelf might excuse a lack of enthusiasm; 
and these noisy, aggressive babes were all 
prodigals to the manner born — riotous, rebellious, 
and hungry. The squire had other reasons — good 
ones — justifying his cool reception of each new- 
comer. Early debts, contracted before his 
marriage, mortgages, and his wife's increasing 
fragility, clouded his brow and wrinkled him 
whilst yet in the prime of life, souring a temper 
sever of the sweetest. 

After the birth of her twelfth and last child^ 
JCrs. Boulting g^ve up her place and authority 
])elow stairs to a poor relation, retiring almost 
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eoatirelj from active household life. Snrrotmded 
by comfort and indulgence^ she passed her suffer-^ 
ing days as pleasantly as might be possible* 
Whatever went amiss " poor mamma " must not 
be bothered, or heigh-ho ! ** look out for His 
Worship's rod/' chanted six unruly voices, pro- 
vided ** His Worship *' were well out of hearing. 

The two eldest sons, one with his regiment the 
other on board his ship, taxed their father's 
burdened resources heavily. The next boy was a 
wanderer, and troubled nobody. Twin girls, 
Carol and Eunice, made slight amends for the 
rest of the lawless troop of seven following on in 
order due, and committed after a time to the care 
of a cheap tutor — a very false economy. 

Except in the matter of thrashing, the father 
washed his hands of the whole troublesome 
brigade. Lads and tutor went their several ways ; 
the inefficient dominie conniving at, and some- 
times sharing in, the mischief he was powerless to 
prevent. Commanded by Captain Carol, the boys 
played all manner of pranks; and the villagers 
were seldom without a nine days' wonder. Of the 
absent Eunice, Aunt Persy's child, nobody ever 
spoke ; only madcap Carol loved, and. sometimes- 
remembered, her unhappy twin sister. Con- 
demned to live in a town, to be smoke-dried and 
prisoned with crabbed Aunt Persis, papa's bitter 
enemy and theirs. 
. But for this crusty old aunt they might have 
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liad riding ponies, gxins, fishing-tackle, and apricot 
jam daily. It was a fact that the house and 
splendid fruit garden, the orchards, and monej, 
by right their father's, had been somehow filched 
from him. Cousin Judy let out as much one day, 
and refused to make them a plum pie (green- 
gages) for Carol's birthday pic-nic on Wind- 
whistle. Such a shame, the Justice being safe at 
the Quarter Sessions, and the plums half-ripe. 

Always in petty opposition to her brother, 
Fersis had from the first made a pet of the 
peevish baby so white-faced and puny, so difficult 
to rear. There was small resemblance between 
the twin sisters, and a sickly Boulting child could 
not but provoke criticisms offensive to the father's 
pride of race. 

With two mothers to love her Eunice throve, 
and knew no difference : her father's rough kiss 
hurt her; whilst Carol kissed again, shrieking 
with baby laughter, the " Little Duchess," as they 
called her, crept away and hid herself. At five 
years she went with her aunt to Caristowe, to be 
from henceforth a Stanisbrough, and return home 
no more. Brother and sister, though often in 
collision, never quarrelled openly until this right 
of inheritance arose, a moral rather than a legal 
question. 

When Christopher brought home his bride, 
Fersis, who was dependent on her brother, 
accepted the invitation of a rich^ capricious kins- 
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woman living in the village, and for three years 
filled patiently the unenviable office of narse and 
companion to the eccentric, exacting old lady. 
Without thought of reward, the squire's sister 
^pent health and strength, doing the work of a 
drudge good-humouredly, and by degrees winning 
what there was left of heart in her suspicious, 
solitary relative. When Mrs. Betty died rather 
suddenly, a new will, recently made, left the whole 
of her property to her devoted nurse, and 
Christopher found himself ousted ; the document 
in his favour of no more use than so much waste 
paper. As Mrs. Betty^s heir and favourite, he 
had counted securely on her promise, and had 
always looked forward to the time when her money 
would pay his debts, and enable him to lift his 
head a free man. And now Persis had defrauded 
him, meanly taking underhand advantage of the 
dying woman^s imbecility. Now the millstone 
must hang for ever round his neck. 

In the first heat of his disappointment he spoke 
accusing words not easily forgotten, sullenly re- 
fusing to receive as a present, part or portion, 
when the whole justly belonged to him. Persis 
hurt and offended, did not press the matter ; and, 
indeed, at that time her brother's embarrassments 
were unknown to her. Harsh things were said on 
both sides ; finally a peace was patched up. Persis 
settled in her new possession, luxuriated in her 
liberty and handsome income^ and succeeded in 
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getting her brother's permission to adopt the little- 
Eunice for her child and presumable heiress. 

^*Persis ia no fool/' meditated Christopher^, 
calming down. "She was forty-seven her last 
birthday. If not strict justice, it is the next best 
thing ; in these queer times a man must take 
what he can get. Ton will see the child every day, 
Hetty. Cheer up, sweetheart. Had my sister 
asked for Carol, our sunball, I would never have 
given consent. Ennice's face is not like to be her 
fortune, poor little maid ; she will need all Betty's 
guineas. Persis is welcome to the babe — umph I 
—on conditions." 

Alas ! for the far-seeing squire and prudent 
father. His child grew, his cares waxed lighter ; 
his sister showed herself each year more thrifty, 
more devoted to the infant heiress^ the family 
interests. Till like a thunderclap came the 
startling news, "Miss Persis is going to be* 
married." 

The wedding bells rang out, and the squire took 
to his bed and kept it for a week, rather than give 
his sister away or encourage her in her folly. Did 
not all the world know that Captain Stanisbrough 
was an idle fortune-hunter, handsome, plausible^ 
unscrupulous P A wanderer, gifted with manners 
rather than morals ; compelled, so it had been 
whispered, to sell out of his regiment. 

Sister Persis scorned such idle tales ; once 
more there was fierce war between her brother 
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and herself. * She knew that the fasdnatmg 
Captain had loved her in the days of her youth, 
rentaining faithfal throagh weary years. He 
swore it gracefully, and did not shrink from the 
^loof to which ihe shrewd woman put him. All 
her property was to be settled on herself^ reserred 
for her sole use and benefit, with power of willing 
the same as she should see fit; the Captain, on 
bis part, engaging to invest what money should 
remain to hxm from the sale af his commission, in 
some commercial partnership^ his betrothed being 
of I>r. Watls's time-homoured opinion concerning 
« idle hands/* 

^So you see, brother,'' said the triumphant 
woman, " that you are altogether mistaken, and 
I must say it — most uncharitable and ill-prejudiced* 
The Captain has already made arrangements with 
a well-known Oaristowe firm. I shall sell my 
honae here and buy another in the city, near his 
office. Of course, if you choose to take dear 
Eunice from me you can do so, and prove yourself 
a very foolish man. My marriage will make no 
difference to the child, and those who trust me 
and treat me well shall have no cause to grumble* 
Anyway, my mind ifl made up ; my will — ^you may 
see it —is ready for signature when the right day 
eomes. Instead of sulks and hard words^ you had 
far better see that everything is done as it should 
be; tibat there are no legal blundars, no hitches.''* 

CSmstopher listened, swallowing his disgust, 

TOL. I. s 
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but holding fast his temper. He went to his bed 
instead of going to the wedding, and his sister 
could never forgive nor forget the injury — a public 
insult. 

Had her triumph lasted her malice might easily 
have melted away ; but a few months of untroubled 
happiness in her new home» and then the clouda 
gathered. Frequent absence, dissipation, dis- 
sension, mistrust, spoiled her married life, and' 
justified her brother*s ill opinion of the clever, 
scapegrace Captain. She spoke not a word, but 
kept her misery close, deluded with fair promises 
of amendment through a dreary, anxious year^ 
kept also the reins, as she phrased it/in her own 
hands, and insisted on the strict carrying out of 
lier marriage settlements. 

Her husband, amazed at her obstinacy, coaxed 
or threatened in vain. This was not what he had 
looked for. Baffled, and at his wits' end, at the 
end also of his resources, he disappeared one 
morning, taking with him his servant, Marmaduke 
Ohatterson, and all the money he could lay his 
hands upon, fairly or unfairly. A slip of paper — 
a signature — told his deserted wife and defrauded 
maiden sister all the disgraceful truth. Miss 
Anne Stanisbrough found herself penniless, and 
was fain to accept the pressing invitation given 
her and to remain a permanent inmate of the 
Tower Street home. The two women did all that 
.was possible to wipe out the disgrace, keep things 
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<iniet, and spare the family name. Also, 
Christopher Boulting came to his sister's help in 
this terrible emergency with advice and reproaches. 
It would have been better had he stayed away. 
He did not spare the cruelly mortified woman, and 
parted from her at last in bitterest hatred, vowing 
never to set foot in her honse or see her face 
again. 

It was then that she tore up her will before his 
eyes, promising him, on the word of a Boulting, 
that no daughter of his should inherit stick or 
stone of hers; and that Eunice should be cut off 
with a silver shilling, in token that the fault was 
not laid at her door. For the child's father, a 
brass farthing overpaid his deserts. 

"So take the girl away, Christy, you will I 
know ; was she not sold to me ? The purchase 
deed may go into the fire — ^better make sure; it 
blazes finely, my signature. What are you wait- 
ing for ? Take the innocent creature and begone. 
You have been a bad brother to me, covetous and 
cruel. Tou shall own it yet, Christy, before you 
die. So may God judge between us, and defend 
the right." 

^^ Amen !'' he said, and departed a stern, quiet 
man, who scorned to let loose his tongue or bandy 
words with a woman. 

Bat Eunice was left* behind, and as the years 
sped on grew up a Stanisbrough, alien to her 
country home and her father's people. 
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And in Tower Street there was calm after tlie 
tempest of passion, and the oertain intelligence 
that the Ludtania had fonndered in mid* 
ocean with all hands on board. Captains Stanis- 
brough and Marmaduke Chatterson were knoi{rn 
to have taken passage in the luckless vessel. Mrs, 
Stanisbrough seemed to forget her busband'a 
perfidy in the sbock of his death. She allowed 
no one to blame him save herself, and therefore 
prohibited all mention of his name, reserving her 
outspoken bitterness for "my brother Christo- 
pher.^' 

^^ Six of one and half-a-dozen of t'other, Mr* 
Cripps, sir/* volunteered Prudence Chatterson. 
" The squire he's neither to bend nor break — the 
mistress — thank God we've got Miss Eunice, a 
honey drop ; that child shall love her own flesh 
an' blood if I can bring it about. Yes — 'tis much 
of a muchness. AU my savings gone, an' yours 
too. 111 warrant, Mr. Gabriel. Some folks' fingers 
is loadstones, an' their hearts filthy lucre— woe's 
me — ^yes." 

Gabriel Cripps made a wry face, and took a 
good drink of his whisky and water. A rollings 
stone, Australian born, feather-headed, easy- 
tempered, he had cast in his lot with the 
Captain some years before, become his crony, his 
younger, humble friend, and eventually had ac- 
companied him to England. Whilst earning his 
living as a copying clerk, Gabriel buoyed himself 
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up wiih tieereft expectations. His luck would come 
some day, along with the rich kinsman he lived 
in hopes of discoTering. Meanwhile, he made the 
most of smaller mercies, Mrs. Stanisbrongh^s 
hospitality not the least of his daily blessings;; 
a drudge in the office^ a gentleman in the Tower 
Street parlour. 

With all her debts paid and her honesty firmly 
establinhedy Mrs. Stanisbrough recovered her 
vivacity, whilst doubling her thrift and eccen* 
trieities. Warped natures often find reHef in 
strange growths of fancy and habit. 

"What am I saving for, Anne, if not for 
dowering Eunice ? Never you mind ; time will 
read the riddle, and prove me a wronged woman. 
Beneath the sods— Have done, sister. 'Tia 
decreed } I shall not die first. Am I not ten years 
older than Christopher ? Let me be.'' 

Let be she was. Railways, manufactories, the 
rolling tide of commerce, swept away her merchant 
neighbours, and transformed their houses. Sbe^ 
cat-like in her attachments, remained, preferring 
her dreary mansion to the ornate villas crowded 
on the breezy hill side. In spite of her whims 
and small tyrannies, all who knew her loved and 
spoke well of her. 

It was not altogether a healthful up-bringing 
for the little Eunice, the sole morsel of youth and 
brightness in that prison dwelling. Aunt Anne, 
"whowas for her day well-educated, undertook tha 
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child's esflons. A neighbour's daughter taught 
her to jingle tunes on the unused grand piano. 
Her manners and morals were left to take care of 
themselves, except that she was not permitted to 
make acquaintances. 

She lived her own life, building air castles and 
puzzling her busy brain, lowly seated between her 
two elderly mothers ; a serious, large-eyed, pina- 
fored creature, with plaited tails of brown hair, 
silken cables reaching the faded tapestry rug. 
Stitching, listening hour after hour, whilst Aunt 
Persis schemed and planned that mingled revenge 
and triumph so strangely fascinating. 

Tib, the sandy cat, a listener too, could not have 
been more innocent of evil than Eunice; nor, in- 
deed, less heeded by those other superior beings 
old and wise, who unfolded the story of the young- 
girl's future. However chequered the tale, it had 
but one ending, Tate, personified, inevitable, 
** nicknamed," dropped from the sooty clouds ; no- 
where else in so bustling a city could safe hiding- 
place be found for Plutus Adonis. So the foolish 
child doubted, patiently waiting and learning her 
part in the drama with inconvenient eagerness. 

The knight, the dapple grey steed — that joyous 
ride out and away from dingy Tower Street — ^when 
would it all come to pass P 

" Ton will say no to begin with, dear Eunice/* 
warned gentle Aunt Anne. ''Modest girls are 
never in a hurry .^ 
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'* She will say what she means/' Persis would 
interrupt briskly. "She is bound to marry — ^to 
marry well. Eiches — beauty— she shall have 
both/' 

** Marriage is not the whole of a woman's Ufe/* 
says the maiden aunt, bridling. " There are other 
things.*' 

" Other things ! " cries Persis scornfully. ^* Just 
mention one, if you please. Sister Anne; one, 
goose — one/' 

"I will be good, aunty," promises Eunice 
gravely. " You shall have no trouble with me. I 
must do as I am bid — ^yes ; only I may call Mr. 
Pate, Coeur de Lion, mayn't I ? He was brave, you 
know, a noble man. I should like the real, true, 
best ''— 

Aunt Persis had laughed then, so long and 
pleasantly, that Eunice felt wildly rebellious, al- 
most unhappy, till Aunt Anne's " other things," 
borne in upon her vexed mind, comforted her. 
Before marriage comes " ever so much." In that 
vague jumble of words the girl understood long 
dresses, turned- up hair, confirmation — perhaps 
school. 

One day a commotion in the lumber-room set 
her seeking. Amongst the rotten old boxes she 
found a nest of mice, and any number of worm- 
eaten books — Greek, Latin, French. " Christopher 
Bonlting, King's School, Mintorne." The name 
"Was enough ; her father's studies should be hers. 
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Some oTersiglit of years ago had brought aw»y and 
bnried in the garret thie tieasure trove, knovra, of 
coarse, to AuBft Anne alone. luniee took the 
primers to her room, and there fagged in secret, 
nntil Madame Bubelle opened oat to the tireless 
stndent a more modem and flowerj way* 



CHAPTEE V. 

*'WBITE ME DOWN AN ASS/* 

'^Tou do not understand, mother." 

^^ My dear boy ! I understand but too well. Jnst 

yonr old stubborn temper, Eodney. Pour years 

ago you refused Paradyse Manor ; now — it is cruel 

—pitiful. Eodney, dearest Eodney, be good, be 

reasonable — at least read your Cousin Godwin'a 

letter with the attention it deserves. I am sure 

jou have missed his meaning. I shall answer it 

niyself ; it is addressed to me. He offers to double 

the annuity old Giles Helyar paid me, I — ^I^ — 

*^U accept the offer with grateful thanks.^' 

^rff, Helyar sat up amongst her cushions trying 

t^iHk, all her feeble might to look stem and strong, 

.^ xxidependent, capable woman. She might have 

^^F^^xr^d herself the effort; when had she ever 

0i3jO<3eeded in convincing her sailor son against his 

^^*^Ji> or, as he put it, against reason and honouir ? 

T e-fc surely, now, reason was on her side. Twa 

^^^*^<3red a year, and Eodney, whom she had 

"^^vight safely out of the way on board his ship— 

tex* >rery dear, very troublesome Eodney — ^returned 

^ S^lague and beggar her — ^to take the pen from 

*^^^ hand, and frighten her with absurd scru]^e8^ 

'^^^^^^Xous possibilities* 

^Vhy could he not speak P The sadness in his 
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steadfast eyes irritated her. Old Giles Helyar 
was dead. Grodwin, his heir, would double her 
allowance; she dwelt on her own gain thankfollj.. 
And now — and now — 

"Of course, I was prepared to lose all," she 
said. " I heard — rumours — ^ill news travels fast."" 

*' True, mother — that is why I came back to you 
for a few hours this evening. I could not bear to- 
think of your disappointment, your distress. I 
thought I could comfort— could explain — Well^ 
T have done it; nothing remains but to put up with 
my deserts." 

" Eodney ! Rodney ! you never were good at 
explanations. I wish with all my heart you had 
stayed away — till — till — Oh ! I have planned 
everything — ^my mourning — Lyons silk and black 
velvet; quite deep enough for so distant a relation. 
Eylet's wages increased; I cannot live without 
her. She always knows what I look best in — what 
I ought to wear. Then the brougham ; I spoke 
to Trappston whilst we waited for you at the 
station. I was just ready for my drive when your 
letter came, and in the joy of my mother's heart I 
altered my hour, and late though it might be^. 
decided to meet you and tell my news. I don't 
believe you heard a word, but the brougham is 
mine for the winter; the man will paint and re- 
cushion it. It is a terrible thing when a son 
grows every year more and more like his father — 
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SO strong — so stubborn. All my little comforts 
will be taken from me — ^though I begged and 
prayed — ^with that face yon are deaf as a stone — 
What will become of ns ? ^' 

The pretty, faded woman hid her tears in a 
Yery dainty pocket-handkerchief, and sank back 
on the luxurions sofa, where she spent the greater 
part of her idle day, a pensive, peevisb, far niente 
existence. 

More tban twenty years ago. Captain Helyar 
had left wife and child to join his* ship, and die 
fever-stricken on African shores. His widow 
never held np her blonde head afterwards, nor re- 
covered fnpm the prostration of nerves following a 
really severe illness. Her hnsband's friends be- 
stirred themselves — her boy was educated, pro- 
vided for, and — ^taken from her. His little mother^ 
always childish and self-indulgent, gave up the 
battle of life, finding occupation and interest 
in the care of her health and complexion; the 
spending of her widow's pension so as to secure a 
trifle of elegance along with the largest possible 
amount of comfort and respectability. Indolence, 
ease, leisure — ^to feel a little ill, take her dainty 
breakfast in bed, receive visits and pay them when 
her strength allowed, or rather, when on rare^ 
occasions Trappston's brougham could be hired 
because paid for — such had been her life. An 
existence made up of Berlin wool-work, smelling- 



bottles, and pitiful self -consideration i Ejlet, the 
maid, her only intimate friend, at once a tjrau^ 
and companion. 

Providence had dealt hardly with the childiah, 
loveless mother. She resigned herself plaintively, 
not without many a longing for better things — 
perhaps for nobler dispositions. Her rugged 
husband might have proved the best and most 
natural tonic, moral or physical. Her frank, fear- 
less, believing boy would certainly have awakened 
his mother to something deeper than the flutter of 
maternal pride, half-affection, half-fear, with 
which she looked forward to the sailor's rare home-» 
coming. He brought her gifts, the dear^ healthy, 
unmanageable fellow ; a costly shawl^ an Indian 
fan, rare shells, tropical birds, oriental silks and 
.satins. Precious and acceptable as such gifts 
were, Mrs. Helyar could not forget that she had 
been made to pay for them: how dearly her 
small, admiring world little knew. In fact,. 
Bodney^s appearance, the big, loose-limbed figoiey 
out of place in a tiny lady^s tiny boudoir, had air- 
ways betokened worse mischief than the upsetting 
of a spindle-legged table, and the crash of china 
or gimcracks. The lad liad not common-sense, 
much less delicate feeling, gentlemanly finesa^. 
Only a temper of his own, a masterfulness whiok 
he called honour and honesty — the wrong-headed- 
ness whch keeps a man and all his feminine belong- 
ings low in the world, obscure, poor, forgotten. 
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That lucky coasin, Godwin, whose place Rodney 
mig^ht haye filled, whose letter lay so near the 
falling red-hot cinders. Why were some mothers 
blessed beyond all deserts or expectation, whilst 
others — 

Mrs. Helyar let her tears flow softly, appealing 
thxLS for pity, or at least convincing explanation- 
He cannot intend to give np the service, this re- 
tamed prodigal. It would be just madness ; her 
ears must have deceived her. Refuse two hundred 
a year and leave his ship! Something he had 
said. Sudden terror seized her ; she dried her 
eyes, and, panic-stricken, looked up at the silent 
rebel. 

Dr. Felix, Captain Messiter, the Admiralty — 
Queen Victoria, herself a most tender mother and 
gracious, sensible woman — surely the whole world 
would cry shame, would interfere on behalf of ihe 
weak — ^the helpless. 

"I shall take advice, Eodney," she told him, 
stiffening her limp figure. " I shall use my lawful 
authority, and adopt measures. You mean to 
leave the service, not for a fortune, but a whim ^ — 

"No — ^no, mother,*' he interrupted, *'the 
service leaves me — ^in the lurch. My own fault; 
I ttiought 1 had made that plain. I — I — missed 
my ship. Leave it of my own free choice ! never. 
Bo try and understand. I have been ill ; I go on 
board to-morrow with the dear doctor. There wfll, 
of course, be an inquiry — a— ^a— How can I ex- 
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pect indulgeijce 9 I shall hold my tongue. Only, 
do you trust me, mother. Have patience — ^give 
me time. Give up that money — I will pay you 
everything. Trust me." 

'*Tou are not fit to be your own master,*' she 
said sorrowfully. " You have acted like " — 

" A fool.'* He supplied the word bitterly, but 
softened the next moment ; and with a pleading 
cry, kissed the flushed, perplexed face, the moist 
eyes and baby hair, so sweet, so dear to him* 
** Oh, mother, mother ! do not you turn against me. 
I thought myself a man. I have acted like a boy, 
a blockhead. You must believe in me all the sam.e ; 
I am here on purpose. Mother, can't you do it ? '* 

His voice, his clear, true eyes, touched her 
weary heart. She let him sit beside her, take her 
in his strong arms, caress and cajole her into love 
and hope. Tet even there, safe on his breast, 
that lost Paradise, a Tantalus cup, rose before her 
another's now. 

" The old man's heir," she wailed. " You, 
Bodney, you" — 

'* Yes, mother," he answered quietly, ** on 
conditions." 

" Conditions ! " she cried, with fretful im- 
patience, " and why not ? You would have been 
Giles Helyar's adopted son ; I should have lived 
with you, lady and mistress, in that beautiful old 
house. You might have turned our rich kinsman 
round your finger. It was wonderful. I saw it "— 
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*^ But I dislike the tumer^s trade, mother/' he 
«aid, with a shiver of disgust or weariness. '* Do 
not let us talk of it; I was the Queen's lad, a 
Uandering, willing servant. And Godwin, my 
cousin, who took that other menial situation, 
drudge, bailiff, favourite, Godwin who had no 
pride no scruples. Oh, my God I I am not pro- 
fane, mother, but sober enough — a burdened, spirit- 
broken man. That letter — a bribe— ^the price of 
blood. What am I saying ? what do I know ? " 

He started from her detaining grasp, and in his 
strange passion overset a backgammon table — the 
board ready set for his mother's nightly game. 

This timely diversion put an end to the painful 
discussion. When the pieces had been all picked 
up and re-arranged, Rodney felt himself another 
man; Godwin's letter in the fire, and the little 
motlier pacified, already meditating that first 
move which was to secure her a hardly-contested 
victory. 

Eylet came at last just in the moment of 
triumph, and was sent away again, with wraps and 
a novel. 

"I will take you upstairs, mother dear," 
Bodney said. " Good-night must be good-bye. I 
shall be off long before you are awake in the 
•morning. Ton are going to leave everything to 
me — ^the answering of that letter, the brougham, 
the dresses. We shall be together, worse luck ; 
•no, no — I am surely worth something — to dig or 
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delyc, or dangle my long legs from an office etooU 
All your own, mother, after. • . • Trust me 
blindly — ^you — yon — ^need not envy Godwin." 

*'His wife will be a bappy woman/' the still 
youthftd mother observed meditatively; sbe bad 
no heart to make promises. 

"His wife — Godwin ! Heaven belp the poor 
innocent 1 " cried Rodney. " Gentlemen, do not — 
Never mind me, mother. I acted like a foolf 
made an ass of myself then and always. Little 
sbe guessed^ that listening schoolgirl, how hard a 
chance word may hit. Godwin's bride; has it 
come to that ? * Must two women suffer ? I tbink 
you cannot know all, mother ; marriage for God- 
win and old Giles a — Did they tell you that the 
old squire was murdered P We dare not touch blB- 
money, you and I.** 

" Murdered ! '' she repeated horrified, and then, 
protesting. *' Giles Helyar's death was sudden, 
necessitating an inquest, Eylet told me. I did not 
choose to hear more ; I never read such tipngs. 
Spare my poor nerves, Eodney, and do not spoil 
your mother's nightly rest ; she needs it sorely. 
'Pound Dead.' I remember now; a much more 
delicate way of putting the thing. And then — 
and then — ^wbat does it matter to us P We did 
not murder ibe old man. You are very stupidj. 
dear boy — very tiresome. You were miles away 
on board your ship. It is too much ; I shall have 
bad dreams — ^nightmare. Sass your own mother^ 
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thoughtless boj, instead of breaking her heart and 
bringing her to beggary. Such a shocking tale 
for me to sleep on ! * Pound Dead/ — ^and my 
foolish son calls an accident murder ! " 

Mrs. Helyar took her " drops," and did not 
hear her son^s stealthy step, nor feel the ]ight 
kiss on her closed eyelids, in the cold twilight of the 
early dawn. The perverse fellow had not gone to 
bed at all ; perhaps his mother's sofa had seemed 
to him, rough sailor that he was, equally comfort- 
able. 

How fair and sweet the softly -breathing woman 
looked, snow white, tender, and helpless ; his own 
mother — all he has to love, to live, and work for. 
Eodney Helyar's affections are not flowers in a 
child's garden, to be uprooted, curiously examined, 
and thrown away for something better worth the 
toil of culture. 

His mother's weakness appeals to his strength ; 
she is the only woman who charms him, who has 
a right to the careless boy, a heavy-hearted man 
henceforth, for her sake even more than his own. 
Must his beloved suffer through him so cruelly ? 
Her small home and its elegant comforts exchanged 
for a shabby, vulgar lodging ? With an extra 
mouth to feed, an extra body to clothe, and Giles 
Helyar's annuity lost, Rodney sees no other 
alternative. 

" I will make it up to her," he vows, shutting 
the house door noiselessly behind him, ^^ at least 

VOL. I. F 
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we shall be together. She does not tmderstand--* 
I told her so little ; but she will ne^er disown me, 
my dear, womanly mother. 'Touch pitch and 
dirty yonr hands. He that trusteth in his own 
heart is a fool ! ' Aight yon were, and are, dear 
Doctor. I took my own way ; I shall follow it. 
To crouch and whimper like a beaten hound will 
not mend matters. This erening on board the 
Antelope; to-morrow — just what I deserve. A 
clean breast — a full confession P No, Doctor ; a 
thousand times no. All straits come to an end. I 
suppose I can work and plod like hundreds of 
other day labourers — for my mother." 



CHAPTER VI. 

THE MTJBDBB STONE. 

It was market day at Caristowe ; the railway 
carriages filled fast. 

^' I must bring my notions down a peg or two, 
and may as well begin at once/* Rodney Helyar 
Iiad decided indifferently, taking the second-class 
ticket o£Eered him, and looking ont for a comer 
seat. 

Sacked in mind, why should the wretch cramp 
his legs, or choke for want of wholesome air P 

<' Fangh ! " he growled, snifiGLng a villanous com- 
pound of fustian, hair oil, and bad tobacco. '^ This 
old sou-wester is a friend indeed ; I need not fear 
curious eyes. Jack is no gentleman. Why should 
a chance arrow so rankle 9 I can't tell, except 
that two children behaved absurdly ; and one, a 
grown-up fool, is man enough to be ashamed of 
lus folly. Has she taken her drubbing, that 
ignorant schoolgirl 9 No such godsend will de- 
lude me into forgetfulness and bearishness to-day. 
Here they come, my travelling companions, by the 
dozen — ^yeomen, graziers, horsedealers. I shall 
turn into my comer and my skin, bury myself in 
my great coat, and finish my morning nap — or — 
There is Godwin's letter ; what shall I say to the 
miserable, misguided man — ^murder — ^manslaughter 
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— accident 9 I cannot write. The next heir ? 
Well, mother, and what of that? I shall hold mj 
tongue. Hold yours — demon — ^temper — devil." 

The sailor shook himself, clenching his brown 
fist at some imaginary foe, and arresting the 
attention of his slow-witted companions. 

" Come now. Jack, take it suant,'* cried more 
than one hearty voice. '* No offence, my man, no 
offence ; another glass of grog, neat this time, an^ 
you'll be as right as a trivet. There — ^there — 
tumble asleep if you'm agreeable ; we'll not reach 
Caristowe, nor a decent public this two hours. By- 
bye, mister." 

Rodney, recovering sense and temper, gladly let 
the homely joke pass, subsiding drowsily, and so 
escaping his possible tormentors, whose bucolic 
talk never once flagged; shorthorns succeeding 
heifers, ewes and wethers, sucking pigs and run- 
ning calves, engrossing each pair of large and 
eager ears ; till at the Junction a change of places, 
and new arrivals changed the conversation, and 
Eodney, hitherto deaf, heard every word. 

''A murder stone! You don't say so; when 
crowner's 'quest settted it t'other fashion — ^ Found 
Dead' — which nobody couldn't deny; but some 
folks is easy to gammon. Murder stone I Tut — 
trumpery ! Bead the papers. Tommy." 

*'So I do, Parmer John; leastways. Cousin 
Matilda Mary does better nor any parson. Tou 
ought to hear her." 
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" Like enow, Thomas ; TU take your word for't, 
lad. Look at the chap ; he's as red as a turkey* 
cock. Honour bright, Tom — ain't the banns gived 
in ? Moonshine ! why the case don't amount to 
^lanslaughter as ever 1 heered, for all there was 
snarling, an' quarlling, an' appleplexy. That's 
my judgment, sirs; an' I've more brains than 
most men, you'll allow. Poachers ? not a bit of 
it, Bill — we've none left ; he rooted 'em out, did 
old Squire Helyar, long ago. You'll mind Marma« 
duker ; Pussy Cat, what went to the bottom of the 
seas in the Loositany. He was a gentleman 
vagabones if you like — the very old Nick hisself 
for cunning ; a real sarpint. But the breed died 
with 'un. Murder stone ! " repeated the lean, 
sagacious farmer, wagging his shrewd head. 
*^ Who says it ? Let 'em come to me. Be sober, 
Thomas," he went on presently, eyeing that plush- 
vested young man severely; 'tain't no laughing 
matter. Mischance, gentlemen, or mebbe fits. I 
got it from Cousin Hannah, housekeeper this many 
a year up to Paradyse. Choler in the blood. Anno 
Domini ; aye, aye — we must all come to't." 

" Take breath, farmer," cried the cheery voices ; 
'4et's have your vershun of the accident. Fire 
away, sir ; pro — ceed." 

Parmer Skinner wanted no encouragement. 
Generous in talk, in all else the most hopeless of 
niggards, he loved to give advice; to lay down 
the law, instructing and astonishing his slower* 
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fritted neighbours. Bemoving a very rusty, low- 
Grown ed hat, he polished his hatchet face, coughed 
modestly behind the felt brim, recovered his iron- 
grey head carefully, and began his story. 

"All on us knows how Squire Helyar corned 
back from the Australy gold-diggin's a powerful 
rich man, an* bought the Book's property that 
was — ^this here valuable manor of Paradyse. All 
on us knows how they found 'un dead, poor gentle* 
man, on the old Bojnan road^ a goodish mile from 
his own house^ just outside Blinder Wood. No 
weapon, purse in's pocket, watch ditto ; an^ 
atween ourselves, which isn't gen'rally knowed, a 
bony fidy will, wanting only the signature, an* 
leaving all his property to the Boulting name ; he 
or she, changing that same to Helyar, an' thereby 
hangs a tale. That bran-new parchment wasn't 
no manner of use whatever. In course, young 
Mr. Godwin Helyar, being hare-at-law, steps into 
the lot quiet ; though his kinsman kicked 'un out 
o' doors, speaking in a figure o' speech, gentle- 
men, not many days afore, an' swore the young 
fellow should never touch a farden. There was a 
sailor lad, a distanter relation, in favour once, I 
mind — a big duffer, an no mistake. 'Tis all one — 
Squire Godwin he's in luck an' in possession ; no 
thanks to hisself, but quite contrairey. Always 
at loggerheads, the old master an' the young one ; 
pinching an' raking, spending an' rollicking — ^new 
cloth on a worn garment, an' the end — Well, 
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well ; I mind my own business. Every colt must 
Itave his Aing, I reckon there'll be alterations. 
Landlords an' Justices of the Peace have got an' 
example to set, all eyes being upon 'em. Draw 
straight, Tom, you that pays him rent, an* come 
to the scratch like a man with Cousin Matilda 
Mary. I'm alludin' to the new squire, certainly. 
I'm the Book's tenant — upright, downstraight ; 
Zounds, let's have no shilly-shallying." 

" Nor none I don't want," said Thomas Tripp 
hotly. " What's your meaning, Farmer John ? 
out with it. Young Squire Helyar ain't a bad 
sort ; nothing worse in him than a bit of fun, I'll 
be boun'. All the same, excusing his curly hea^, 
there's as good-looking chaps in the market any 
^Jj says I, though the girls they think different. 
I wish you'd argue the point with one or two of 
our womenfolks. I — ^behind hand I Dash it! 
Look out, farmer ! " 

An uneasy silence followed this noisy explosion, 
and the hoarse question asked by a very plethoric 
individual at the far end of the carriage, opened 
mouths and eyes in gaping bewilderment. 

" What's the use o' speechifying ? I seen the 
stone myself, bloody-red like, set up on end. 
'Q. H., November 30th, 1852,' as it were a church 
moniment, cut plain upon it. What d'ye make 
of that sirs ; eh, gentlemen ? " 

They can make nothing of it apparently, the 
silence is deeper than before ; the bhllet heads are 



72 PLUTUB ADONIS. 

hard at work, thinking. Bodnej Helyar seizes 
his opportuniiy, and helps them ont of the 
difficulty. 

" Who murdered the old man think you ? " 

Presumably this drowsy sailor had not followed 
the discursive talk closely. His cultivated voice 
betrayed him even to himself, but he could not re- 
call his eager words. 

All the owlish eyes were upon him, blank and 
unintelligent. Farmer John alone, with the 
glance of a weasel, measured the stranger from 
head to foot, whilst Bodney, hastily pulling down 
the window, let in a current of fresh air. 

"Belike you'm hard of hearing, mister," the 
elder man said drily. 'Taint no who, 'tis a what. 
Appleplexy — ^heart-bum — mischance; doctor left 
'un open, that argiment. They do say there was 
a big bruise on's temple, the unfortunate old 
gentleman. Nary stick nor stone, as I said afore, 
but rocks hard an' sharp ; an' awful bed for a man 
of his years. 'Tis over an' done with, save that 
I'm clear of opinion there'd ought to be restitootion 
— ^restoration. * Give back, give back,' saith the 
galanie fowls, an' parson he doth the same. That 
will would have been signed an' sealed the very 
same night ; 'tis a fack, an' though law's law an* 
might's right, I humbly opine Squire Boulting 
should have a trifle of compensation : a sop to stay 
the hungry mouth of him. Lor ! but he's mad as 
a hatter, an' no wonder with ten wild lads of his 
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own skirmishin' the country. Bestitootion — ^the 
tTiing might be done ; aje^ aye, . plausible an' 
pretty/* 

" I don't see how then," objected Thomas Tripp. 
^*A hare is a hare, an' not a fool. The young 
squire '^ — 

** What's mine is thine — with all my worldly 
goods I thee endow. Put up them banns of yours, 
Tom, an' you^l ask for no explanations. Beautiful 
^words, my boy ; nevertheless, a fortune with a 
wife over an* above the fortin in her most men 
sees no objection." 

John 8kinner smiled grimly, appealing to his 
listeners. 

Thomas Tripp's honest, moon face lighted up. 

**Is it little Miss Carol you'm driving at ? " he 
asked. " She's worth half-a-dozen fortius — as 
frisky as a colt, and as pretty to look upon. With 
a few acres of my own, an' a bit of a handle to 
my name, I'd dower her, or know the reason why. 
She's none so fond of kid gloves or patent leathers. 
Dash it, you may laugh ! I'd have a try." 

*' An' get a clout in the ear for your pains, Tom. 
Draw it mild, you booby. Here we am. Now 
then, mister, shift up a bit, or you'll get your toes 
squashed. What ! you bide fast ; wish'ee good- 
^ay then. Come on, sirs." 

"A murder stone. Umph ! I dunno," meditated 
the old farmer. ^^ Busybodies take a deal on their 
own selves. 'Twill be Dan o' Conrtalass mebbe, 
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I'm thinking be owes Squire Helyar a gmdge* 
Did you notice that sailor ohap in the bear skin. 
TomP" be said aloud, "a fox, I'll warrant 'uur 
That strapping young fellow knows summut. You 
mark my words ; be ought to be took up. That 
stranger could speak gen he were minded; but 
IVe no call to turn constable gratis. Mum's the 
word/' 

Alone for the greater part of his long journey. 
Lieutenant Helyar pondered Farmer Skinner's 
story, comparing it with his own foregone con- 
viction doubtfully at first. By-and-bye a possi- 
bility, an undefined hope of something not yet 
discovered, 'took shadowy form in his confused 
brain, developing slowly as he dwelt upon the 
never-to-be-forgotten past. Mischance — what if 
disgrace might be made more endurable, and 
silence less guilty ? 

" I shall hold my tongue," he said to himself 
doggedly. " I cannot make a clean breast ; but 
— ^if another can — account for that damning proof 
so horribly convincing — mischance " — 

He repeated the blessed word aloud ; why had 
such a. thought never occurred to him before ? why 
had the sight of his mother's troubled face only that 
very morning stirred a covetous devil within him P 
the wild, fiendish longing to give her what she 
wanted at any risk or cost P 

Could he, even if not quite in his sober senses, 
have blundered so hideously P He had never dared 
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to dwell on that haunting nightmare so hard to 
forget, to blot out of his hitherto blameless 
life. 

Now, he put this and that together, seeking to 
excuse, not himself, but another. 

Illness and delirium must have confused and 
clouded his memory, perhaps his judgment. He 
went over the tangled story again and again, 
telling the tale of indiscretion and misadventure^ 
nothing worse, in fancy to Captain Messiter, but 
always stopping short in sick aversion and dread 
at the point where clear certainty alone could save 
his friend and himself. 

"Don't go, Eodney; you are running it too- 
close with a . queerish ship's company. That 
lucky cousin of yours does not wear Her Majesty's 
uniform. A king amongst cads I take it. If 
there is mischief you will walk into it blindfold.. 
Don't go." 

But Dr. Felix, good man, had spoken in vain.. 
Rodney, " pig-headed boy " that he was, chose to 
please himself and to take offence besides— a more 
juvenile blunder still. 

" Afraid to trust me are you, Doctor 9 I must 
learn to stand on my own legs some time or other ; 
I'm minded to begin. The early mail will bring 
me to you safe and sound to-morrow night. 
Hurrah for the Antelope the next morning. AH 
right, sir.'^ 

" AU wrong/' would have been nearer the marky 
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though Lieutenajit Heljar said twelve hoars later 
to his Cousin Godwin — 

" Thanks to you, old fellow, for about as jolly a 
•day as a sailor need wish for. Blue jacket can 
ride a horse, and tumble off him too, as cleverly as 
you land-lubbers. Bather a rough lot, but I can 
stand fire and jokes. Picked myself out of that 
thistle bed neatly — ^I believe you. Don't apologise 
for your noisy frieuds. I expect to pay my foot- 
mg." 

Fast and furious grew the fun m the large stone 
hall of an antiquated farmhouse. Fresh logs were 
piled on the fire, bowls of punch brewed ; cards, 
tobacco, toasts, songs, speeches, made a ^^ merry 
riot." Bodney, thoroughly tired, and mindful of 
the morning mail and his walk to the station, 
would gladly have gone to bed. Of course, such 
a shabby desertion was out of the question. The 
sporting, farmerly host himself took charge of 
^^ Capen Jack,' whose glass, filled without hands, 
grew hotter, stronger and fuller, in spite of long 
draughts and a burning thirst. Weary and a little 
disgusted, the Lieutenant sang and applauded by 
turns, proving his manhood, whilst his cousin sat 
apart, moody and quarrelsome. The boiling 
kettles did their work of dilation freely, yet the 
mad revellers seemed to become each moment a 
little madder. 

"More water'' unaccountably made "more 
Alcohol." Bodney rubbed his sleepy eyes, and as 



THE MTTBDEJft STONE. 77 

often as he dared^ yawned ferocionsly. But 
human endurance has its limits. Ahnost imper- 
ceptibly the big hall grew dusky, full of fire-flies 
and oriental odours. The boorish uproar softened 
into a hiss of fiendish laughter, and Rodney^s head 
went down — with his body. 

" Asleep ! asleep ! Jack, at last,*' cried a chorus 
of voices in tipsy triumph. 

The host smiled, looking askance at Godwin 
Helyar, who had taken no part in the fray, 
although it was evident that he had himself been 
drinking heavily. 

"Dead drunk, and under the table,'* he said 
drily. " 'Twill do the young sea monkey a power 
of good, and make a man of him. Serve him 
right ; he'U be aU the better for it to-morrow, the^ 
thundering fool." 



CHAPTER Vn. 

UAI^THEABI&D. 

Six o'clock striking. Bodnej Helyar opened his . 
eyes after one or two trials, mechanicallj countiag 
•each stroke. The room was pitch dark, his head 
ached furiously, bis stiff limbs refused to move ; 
what could have happened to him P Dressed and 
in bed ! He struggled into a sitting^ posture, 
found his feet at last, and began to grope for the 
door, upsetting a chair in his progress. A 
murmur of laughing Toices outside steadied him, 
and cleared the mist from his fevered brain. He re- 
membered now — ^the day's sport, the noisy eyening, 
the punch, and horribly bad whiskey. Well, a 
walk would soon set him all right; the dear 
Doctor must be met, the truth confessed — ^that 
Hodney Helyar, though a Lieutenant in Her 
Majesty's Service, is no match for land scamps. 
Ha ! his watch does not tick, and the room door 
is locked. His swift suspicion grew to certainty 
• — it is evening, not morning. With a push and a 
shake he burst the fastenings, and confronted 
half-a-dozen young fellows all full of sly apology 
and explanation. 

"He had overslept himself; no great matter. 
Something to eat and drink — a hair of the dog " — 
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Tery quietly Bodney got rid of them, and started 
alone for tlie station. The nine o'clock night 
mail would enable him to join his ship in time, 
though he had failed to keep his appointment with 
Dr. Felix. Exercise relaxed his stiffened limbs 
and lightened his heavy head. He had left his 
tormentors somewhat ashamed and crestfallen, and 
was willing to bear his own share of the blame— a 
ffiser man for the future. 

Before he had walked half -a-mile his Cousin 
Godwin overtook him with a sullen justification, 
though his face belied his words. 

"They are not so bad as they seem,'* he said. 
" Excuse me, Rodney, but you sailors are generally 
hard-headed and verdant — ^freshmen — ^the tempta- 
tion was irresistible. Locked your room door smd 
bolted your window shutters, did they ? Con- 
found that Chishull, he goes a little too far. I 
iihall cut the whole rough lot. I've had enough, 
and too much, of this horseplay ; it is disgusting. 
My blood is afire ; my head whirrs like a steam 
engine. I am ripe for any devilry. I shan't be 
myself till Fve had it out — ^knocked somebody 
-down or thrashed him. I believe you are right, 
Eodney; those kettles held something stronger 
than boiling water. Somebody shall answer for 
this; somebody '' — 

He had a heavy, leaded walking-stick in his 
hand, and struck angrily at the docks and thistles, 
already half -rotten, bordering the narrow lane. 
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The evening was mild and damp, not dark by 
reason of a yoang moon. 

Bodney made no answer, and the other began, 
to talk again. 

" Yon may thank your lucky stars, Rodney^ 
you are let oflF with a headache, whilst T — But 
old Giles shall pay the reckoning. Do you suppose 
that I prefer such company as that wild lot last 
night P I am a social fellow, and to be mewed up 
like a schoolgirl doesn't suit me. Good-fellowship 
with one's equals costs money. Yes, you are a 
wise man ; you knew better than to sell yourself 
to a miserly Methuselah. He means to live as 
long, does friend Giles ; if he can, that is. And — 
well, I may as well tell you the black worst. I'm 
kicked out — turned out; after all his promises, 
he'll not give me a penny. Yesterday he trudged 
off to Canstowe to see the lawyers, and make his 
will. To-night he trudged back again ; to-morrow 
my disinheritance will be signed, and the Boultings 
will triumph. Fancy, now, if I was in the 
humour for nonsense. Those bumpkins smell a 
rat ; they would not have taken liberties with me 
or my friend a year ago. If I rave I have a 
cause ; I feel downright savage. Godwin Helyar 
adrift on the world is a butt, a laughing-stock, 
'lis to be hoped we shall not run foul of each 
other, old Giles and I, till my temper has cooled, 
or there will be — Hold hard do you say P I 
will now then— let him look out. Where am I 
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going ? That's more than I can tell you. Perhaps 
I shall sleep at Courtalass. Po jou see that light 
youder? It comes from the inn kitchen ; or Dan 
will be at his old trade, looking after his birds, 
you know, cocks and hens. When I am master 
ike sly rogae shall get his dismissal, ' Set a thief 
to catch a thief.' I am not so easily hoodwinked. 
I know an honest man though he wears a queer 
coat. Dan's outside is admirable. Won't yon 
come and have something to eat ? You will walk 
all the better.'' 

It was wholesome advice, and Rodney took it, 
hut he could ill spare the time. He ate his supper 
in haste, said good-bye to his hot-tempered cousin, 
and once more plodded on his miry way. 

The moon shone still ; in the valley the fog was 
rising, hovering about the meadows, tracking the 
course of the little stream, but always rising, a 
filmy white cloud spreading far and wide. By- 
and-bye flodney reached a rude gateway at the 
entrance of a wood. The place was familiar to 
him ; many a bird's nest had he taken in those 
masses of underwood, the ivy-clad trunks, and 
tangled branches of those half-leafless trees. 
Three good miles lay before him ; this pathway 
"vould cut oflF one. He believed he could follow it 
blindfolded. He was very tired, and after a 
moment of doubt plunged into the gloom and 
stumbled along the rutty road, careless of the fog 
8Q silently entering with him. The path was 

VOL. I, a 
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broad, therefore a delusion. John Bunjan sayeth 
80. In ten minutes Rodney found himself snared ; 
his trap a thorny thicket wickedly interlaced, and 
to the flesh painful. Kesolving to retrace his 
steps, he zig-zagged unwittingly, got deeper into 
the labyrinth, and at length perforce stood still* 
So did not the fog ; a misty drizzle quietly took 
possession of every inch of space, filling up the 
leafyhoUows without fuss or flurry; creeping along 
the tree trunks, hanging upon the naked branches 
— an impenetrable veil, gloomy and misleading. 
Still Bodney pushed on, resolved to And a passage 
and gain the Boman road he had so rashly 
quitted. 

All at once an arresting suspicion cooled his 
courage. He was making no progress, could not 
see an inch from his nose, and believed himself 
not far from the overgrown, disused quarry, thirty 
feet deep, and half-full of water, lying on the out- 
skirts of the brambly wilderness. "A fearful 
joy '* to the truant lad in broad daylight, to the 
benighted man a '^nuisance.'' He used no 
stronger word when a moment afterwards a sharp 
blow on his forehead set the fog on fire, and 
brought him to a standstill. To " swarm '* up 
ihe big tree was not difficult ; he waited awhile, 
and then made his way into the topmost branches. 
But the fog has once more outstripped him. 
He can see nothing; his own voice, shouting 
loudly, falls dead and flat^ lost in the humid sea 



MASTHEADED. 83 

telow, the network of withered leaves and myriad 
«tems. 

"Man a lost ! man a lost ! '' 

« Hoo— hoo— hoo— ? " 

"Eobin Euffhead^ widow Groodgram's ragged 
rascal, please your Honours. Not to say tipsy nor 
sober, along o' Milemas Fair, an' good company, 
-gentlemen, Mrst offence an' last your worships/' 

" Hoo— hoo— hoo— ? " 

" Rodney flelyar, Lieutenant- Junior — mark the 
juuior — of her Majesty's frigate Antelope, my 
old feathered friends ; in a worse pickle than 
Ragged Robin, seeing he might have known 
better," growled the sailor, answering thus the 
inquiries of more than one disturbed owl, and 
seeking a safer perch. 

Robin's adventure, often enough laughed at, 
was likely to be his own. What better could he 
do than wait for the daylight, and take the morn- 
ing mail instead of the evening ? His story, 
frankly told, would let him off with a reprimand, 
and excuse a few hours' overstay of '^absent 
leave." He had no choice, so settled himself in a 
roomy fork, rummaged for his pipe and matches, 
and comforted himself with a smoke. The air was 
not cold, only damp. He might have been worse 
off, at the bottom of the quarry for instance. Mast- 
leaded, and deserving the punistment, he repri- 
manded himself. Not quite so strong, so wise or 
wideawake as he had supposed ; the fact was more 
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moitifyiiig to his pride than he liked to confess* 
He f onnd " this murk " about the " nastiest 
blanket a fellow can roll himself in." 

There go the pixies — a light, glancing hither 
and thither. He shouted once more ; but even 
the owls were silent, and all was darkness — a 
darkness that " might be felt." 

Footsteps — ^the light again; no, he has dozed, 
he is dreaming — the man has grown backward, a 
masterful boy, his gentle mother's pride and 
** pickle." fie wears a jacket, stands on his years 
and rights, and slips off to the village slaughter- 
house. The ox is ready, the butcher's arm raised 
— ^thud. The guilty truant turns sick, his blood 
runs cold ; his sin has found him out — ^his mother 
is a heart-broken woman. 

Shivering, Rodney awoke and, not caring to 
dream again, lit his pipe a second time, and so 
kept watch, till a faint flush in the east told him 
that the night was over, and with it the fog. A 
rising wind swept away his enemy, and pierced 
him to the bones. Sorely cramped, his nerves all 
unstrung, he descended, to find that the muck 
desired Roman road had been within a stone's 
throw of his uncomfortable lodging-place. 

With a vigorous shake together of his bodily 
ahd mental forces he set out, thought of breakfast, 
turlied an angle, gained the narrow highway, and 
saw — 
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'' Tickets, tickets ; all tickets ready,'' shonted a 
porter. 

The train was stopping; so much the better for 
Lieutenant Helyar's new-born hope, and the lett» 
he will write this very evening* Another five 
minutes, an awful sight recalled, would surely 
have paralysed brain and fingers. It was far 
better to count the days of waiting than to rake 
up a perhaps foolish past. 

'*Look before you leap." Eodney had not 
looked — ah, yes — at that buried witness, safe 
from prying eyes. 

Growling, the young man rose to his feet ; he 
would think no longer, the train is stopping — 
yonder stands the Doctor. 

That same night a letter was dropped into the 
Post Office. Pour days and the answer may be in 
Captain Messiter's hands. Pour days, only four ; 
yet Dr. Pelix, knowing well with whom he had to 
deal, groaned audibly. 

^' I'm doubting we'U not weather the storm," he 
meditated, taking a seat bisside his sulky boy in 
the boat waiting to convey both men on board the 
Antelope. '^Stubborn — ^a dumb dog — and yet 
the poor lad has fine stuff in him. Oast adrift, 
will he lose himself body and soul 9 What has he 
been daing P Pshaw I he'll make a woman of me 
or ever I'm aware of my wet eyes. £very man 
must fight his own battle with what weapons he 
>can muster. God only knows who will be ihe 
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winners. Ahoy there I pull away, boys ! Give^ 
me a grip of your hand Eodney. A word in your 
ear, sir — save your honour, whoever goes to the 
devil ! In heaven's name ! steady, Lieutenant 
Helyar, steady ! " 

" You may trust me/' said the young man 
gravely, in a low voice. '' I may have been a fool ; 
that shall not be said twice, so help me Grod. I 
shall hold my tongue." 

With "Paul et Virginie," that foolish girl's 
foolish book, in his pocket — ^nay, in the firm 
clutch of his unconscious fingers — ^Eodney Helyar 
responded to the Doctor's appeal, and presently 
stood with^im before Captain Messiter, silent in 
all due observance and regulation etiquette — ^but 
not ashamed. 

Could Eunice Stanisbrough have seen and heard^ 
it is possible that she might have discovered her 
ideal Cceur de Lion. Possible, but not at all 
probable. Youth is swift to judge, slow to change, 
unpractised in humility. Only those who have 
lived long, who have suffered and sinned, are not 
unfrequently to be found in the despised ranks 
of the so-called " trimmers and turncoats." 
Ignorance has its martyrs, and also its bigots. If 
there was one thing on which more than another 
Eunice prided herself, it was this : she knew her 
own mind. She also had shaped her course of 
action, and small though her own particular 
battle might be, she, like every good soldier^ 
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longed to begin the fray. The days of waiting, 
so slow to Lieutenant Helyar, did not fly very 
quickly in that dormer-windowed attic chamber, 
spacious but bare, which had once served her for 
a nursery, and now did duty, by help of a large 
Indian screen, for boudoir and bedroom. 

That she should prefer it to the tulip chintz, 
the gaudy carpet, bought for her return, greatly 
disconcerted Aunt Persy, and caused Aunt Anne 
to stroke her thin old nose doubtfully, whilst 
aflanning- 

*' Whims breed romances, not good wives or 
mothers, nor even spinster ladies, genteel cum- 
berers of the family parlour, in old lace and black 
mittens. The first floor front room " — 

** Well, well ! you need not look so scared. 
Sister Anne,'^ snapped Persis impatiently, 
** Eunice will never be a spinster ; the child hates 
knitting and crochet — an infallible sign. But I 
confess I am troubled ; girls should know what is 
good for them. I thought our Duchess did know. 
The biggest rose, the sweetest, whitest lily, her 
baby fingers gripped and held fast — the best, the 
most beautiful, she loved and would have." 

*' She loves it now — she means to have it now. 
Aunty," said the girl, "only there are other 
things Aunt Anne, as you know ; and some bless- 
ings we can wait for, and some we could not live 
without." 

It might have been a small sign of grace to 
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•mser women. Fresh air, the winds of heaveti full 
and free ; snnrise, sunsetting, bine rifts, rare indeed, 
breaking the ever-descending, soot-laden clouds. 
Common mercies these, and commonly enjoyed 
without thanks or thought. Even to Eunice it did 
not occur that such cheap and indispensable bless*- 
ings might be precious links in an unseen chain of 
grace and beauty above her head, beyond her 
clouded sight. She watched the diamond 
twinkle of stars, the moonlight, cold and white, 
chequering the oaken floor, a silver pathway often 
trodden by her naked feet, when a little child she 
ran from window to window, essaying to count 
God's lamps in the sky, or in the busy streets be- 
neath her, the lurid lanterns scattered so lavishly ; 
another and yet another appearing through smoke 
and fog, as the nimble lighter went his evening 
tounds. Surely oftener than we know of, these 
sweet, attractive influences lift us gently out of the 
shadows into clearer shining. Still, day by day-*- 

God will draw Onora up the golden stairs of Heaven ; 
And yet the Evil Ones have power that purpose to defer — 
For if she has no need of Him, He has no need of her. 

"The nastiest, meanest street in Caristowe," 
said Eunice, wakeful and rebellious, whilst her late 
travelling companion, under arrest, slept quietly ; 
fliS dogged natures can do when resistance is use- 
less, when the worst has come, and life, so far as 
it seems worth having, is at an end. 

We'll fight and We'll ooUqaer agaiil and again. 
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•** He haed no right to whistle it so larell, my sailor 
•enemy ; he had not the courage to do it. A 
•craven — if I had been a man I would never have 
given in — never. We are not likely to meet again, 
but the thought of him refreshes me wonderfully. 
I should like to show him what a schoolgirl can do 
against circumstances. It will be a hard battle ; 
the dear aunts are so contented, so innocent. I 
must strike the first blow, open the campaign to- 
morrow morning — but how ? Hark ! those dear old 
vchimes — ^they shall not stop me. 

That with the world) myself and Thee, 
I, e'er I sleep, at peace may be. 

War, war — only I will be good. I am in the right. 
My crusade will civilise the dear people, and make 
them happier ; at least it ought to. I want 
nothing wrong, nothing wicked. To make the 
best of my life, to get out of prison— which means 
Tower Street^ — ^to be — ^somebody ; and I don't 
know the fittest way to begin ! '* 

They got the better of her before long, the 

.silver bells of St. Nicholas, ringing the hour and 

'<iuarters ; still in her sleep the holy music lulled 

her, and awoke her in the early morn with a merry 

peal. 

Springing from her bed, she wrapped the 
squirrel cloak about her, and hurried to the east^n 
window of her attic. The western was all in 
gloom, but here the smoke glowed faintly crimson, 
and the beautiful pinnacles of the church tow^ 
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stood out clear and bright against the dense grey*^ 
ness. 

Par below her an old, bald-headed cobbler sat 
at his stall, soling a most disreputable boot, his 
goggle glasses pushed high on his wrinkled fore« 
head, his big tallow caudle flaring and guttering 
beside him. The wretched man has been seated 
there ever since Eunice can remember ; tap, tap,, 
tap, for weary years ; no change, no joy. Is he 
content ? Every now and then he reads a few 
words from a large, well-thumbed book resting on 
the unglazed window sill of his miserable cellar 
shop. Does he find all in the Bible — ^happiness, 
satisfaction, beauty, rest ? 

She wonders, but does not wish to learn his 
secret. Such contentment is ignoble, degrading- 
Had she known that poor Davy studied " Paine's 
Age of Reason,^' and, like her sham Coeur de- 
Lion, sullenly endured whilst working for his daily 
bread — nothing beyond^she need not have run 
downstairs so fast. 

Her own temper was propitious. Only Tib 
occupied the breakfast parlour. Idle as a kitten,, 
or a puppy on the search for mischief, the young 
girl wandered restlessly through the big, mouldy, 
shuttered house. Sunshine spoils carpets and 
curtains ; company rooms are for sweeping and 
dusting, not for the wear and tear of daily use. 
Eunice turned a key, opened a lofty door, and 
stepped aimlessly into the darkness. Mrs, Stanisr 
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trough, arriyiiig immediatelj after in her soft, 
velvet sKppers, shut up the state apartment once 
more, and "took Chatters to task,'* mentally. 
Breath, and voice, and temper must all be reserved 
for Sister Anne, since breakfast without the 
seasoning of an amiable morning niggle would 
not be worth eating, and a day pleasantly begun 
is ever the wholesomest of tonics. 



CHAPTEE Vin. 

OIVE Air INOH — TAKE AJT ELI.. 

* 

These was plenty of time, and too mucli, for dis- 
-cussion. The kettle boiled over, the muffins gtew 
cold, the fried potatoes and bacon had to be sent 
out again and restored to the pan; no Eunice 
appeared. The fact, self-evident, admitted of no 
contradiction. 

*"Tis the voice of the sluggard," said wise 
Anne, whose gentle strength lay in proverbs and 
platitudes. "I knew it — school, French morals. 
I shall not be surprised if she comes down in a 
dimity wrapper and curl papers — the latest new 
mode. Chatters told me privately that her young 
lady is * all a gog ' to astonish us.'* 

"Nonsense, Anne ! Prudence Chatterson loves 
to air her stock of fine words. More shame to us 
if a girl of my upbringing gets the better of me. 
We have had our day; Duchess Eunice must 
needs have hers — I can make allowances. I wOl 
give her an inch" — 

" That she may take the ell," objected Anne. 
" There is mischief brooding, sister, unless you 
nip it in the bud. We are all to be mended — 
polished up with the plate and china. I say 
nothing for myself ; I always approved of polish. 
One is never too old to learn ; but, excuse me, I 
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fimcy gentility is not much in your wdy, Persia, 
my dear." 

*' Now, good goose, have done ! '• cried Mrs. 
Stanisbrongh. " It pleases me to please myself — 
for the rest — I shall rule you aU with a rod of 
iron. Eunice is bound to be, if not quite a duchess, 
a great lady. 'Tis decreed, as I have told you 
again and again. When she marries her — ^ahem — 
let us call him as she does — Plutus Adonis. I am 
not prepared to mention her destined husband's 
real name yet, though I know where to find him. 
When her good fortune comes, it must not quite turn 
her proud little head. She shall be prepared for it. 
We will see company, make a few changes — old 
Alderman Griffiths to tea and * Limited Loo ' — 
the three Miss Batts and their deaf mother. Yes, 
I have thought it all out, and ordered two new 
caps— green beetles and red roses, to match my 
silk dresses. Chatters is to double cover the draw- 
ing-room carpet, and put extra hoods on the 
chairs; young girls will be careless. Then she 
shall have the room, our Puchess, for her * boodoir,'* 
I believe they call it. Coals are dear this winter, 
but I am in the mind to be generous. Here comes 
the child at last. Chatters ! Chatters ! what is 
it ? Something dreadful has happened ; tell me 
at once. Aunt Betty's caudle mug smashed? 
another dead mouse in the honey-pot P You are 
all in league to ruin me." 

Come and see for yourself, ma'am,'^ replied 
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the solemn little woman, doing her best to look 
tragic. " Such a spectacles ain*t for my describin'. 
Step quiet an* see/' 

The faded, fusty drawing-room, all unshuttered 
and undraped, full from end to end, from floor to 
ceiling, of dusty motes aiid kindly winter sunshine. 
Behind the Indian screen, a mountain of crumpled 
brown hoUand and moth-eaten baizes, well out of 
Bight, and of the cleared, artistically arranged 
middle space ; the reception carpet, where Duchess 
Eunice's fashionable guests sit, a picturesque, if 
not very life-like company. Bound bolsters, rag dolls 
of chintz and linen, fill the gilded, satin-damask 
•chairs; each effigy bolt upright, and gorgeously 
apparelled in scarf and mantle and Parisian caps 
— red roses, green beetles, marabout feathers* 
Eunice herself " grande dame," quite at her ease, 
gracious and happy, moves amongst her visitors in 
queenly fashion. A silken table cover, deftly 
wound about the child's slim figure, trails behind 
her; an Indian fan lies lightly between her 
fingers. The tea rose in her hair is waxen, and 
has been stolen from a Worcester vase close at 
hand. Mrs. Stanisbrough's bright eyes twinkle 
with fun or anger as she rapidly takes in at a 
glance the reckless enormity of the raid on her 
cherished possessions. Fascinated, half-admiring, 
the imperious, rosy aunt looks on, whilst this un- 
conscious mistress of ceremonies goes through her 
part as prescribed by Madame Bubelle ; dispensing 
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•curtseys, greetings, aaid priceless teacups of Sevres 
porcelain, with charming amiability and finished 
•elegance. Good gracious ! if the china should 
slip from those hospitable hands, or from the shin** 
ing tray, an ancient crystal mirror. All three 
women shiver in the doorway, and await the too 
probable crash in breathless bewilderment. 

" Call Countess Cockchafer's carriage," says 
Eunice; turning to an invisible footman, *^And, 
Pierre, catch me that fly in the window; such 
a buzzing and droning is intolerable. Tower 
Street ! Tower Street ! impracticable for delusions,' ' 
fihe owns aloud; ** ten minutes the comedy has 
lasted — no longer. Is it true that I am not a 
beauty ? I suppose so — and yet — properly dressed 
— ^this morning — ^no. Carol has that lovely gift, 
and Blanche Crocker — ^a little — I am so unlike 
either the one or the other, and therefore" — 

" It ill becomes you to turn mupoimer and mas- 
querader," cried Mrs. Stanisbrough, finding speech 
at last, and trying hard to be angry. *^ Fie, child^ 
fie ! a pretty face excuses a deal of foolishness. I 
tell you so for your timely warning. Delusions ! 
Thank heaven we are free of such gossamer webs, 
silly child. The very din and dirt hereabouts is 
honest; a blind man could not mistake it — he may 
blame himself if he gets besmirched. Strip off 
those cheating gauds, Eunice, and come to your 
breakfast. Chatters, you will set this litter to 
rights immediately. You have my orders; re- 



06 PLimrs adonis. 

cover everything. Until yonr wedding-day^ 
Duchess, until yonr wedding-day.'* 

Eunice^ thus chidden, hung her hea4« Her 
spirited onslaught had won her nothing. Yes it 
had — war was declared. She ate ber breakfast 
with an appetite and a look of " no surrender,^^' 
impossible to mistake. 

"Folly is bound in the heart of most girls,, 
sister,'* said ^nne some hours later ; '^and''~ 

" Bods of correction are out of fashion,'' Persia 
told her. *'Have you never a new consolation, 
Anne Stanisbrough ? But I shall find a remedy. 
A changeling is she, this Boulting ? Christopher 
used to say so. I wish he could have seen the play 
awhile ago. Pretty Carol would have been a milk- 
maid beside our actress. You need not look 
alarmed, Anne, my dear. She shall be kept in 
subjection, innocent and unconscious, and so 
obedient. For— I have not repented — Eunice's 
face is all she will have to trust to. One silver 
shilling from me, and not a penny beside. Yesr 
I say it again and again. Bear me witness ; my 
word is passed-^-I am not going to run from 
it.'' 

She was but a weak woman at heart, and needed 
strengthening. To dwell on her wrongs and reso- 
lutions, kept the smouldering fire of anger alive 
and fanned the dying embers of revenge. The 
man, made of sterner stuff, put sister and child 
once for all out of his thoughts and life, Worse^ 
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than dead, they were forgotten. Christopher 
Bonlting's hatred was real. 

" But how came your company caps to be in the 
drawing-room, my dear Persis?^' asked Miss 
Stanisbrongh innocently, bent on giving the con- 
Tcrsation a more profitable, not to say Christian 
turn. " Places for everything." 

'* Spare me, spare me ! ** cried the other. '^ Is 
not the tortoiseshell cabinet lined with cedar wood ? 
Moth, and rust you know well enough, Anne; 
why put purposeless questions ? Oh ! my poor 
dear beetles — no imitation, the real insect, audi 
only sent home last night. Prudence tells me^ 
quite late; and my first sight of them. I have 
not wasted my money ; that child will succeed. 
Pate, fate ! what do you want, good goose P " 

** Eunice — ^pray do not snap me up, sister ; I 
said I would tell you. I held out no hopes» 
Eunice thinks she ought to be allowed to write ix> 
her sister Carol. Ah! I knew you would be 
angry, and anything underhand is not to be 
thought of. So having mentioned the subject, and 
asked for permission "— 

Anne stopped — she feared to speak the whole 
truth, which, however, Mrs. Stanisbrongh quickly 
divined. 

"Eunice will write, with leave or without, 
having given me warning. There's a temper for 
you ! Very well, let her try ; she may get an 
answer written on the sly, not else. Honour and 

VOL. !• H 
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boneetj are not of much aocoiint at the Qreai^ 
House, But I am by zk> means bound to interfere 
with the children. Let her try.** 

The letter was written, and Eunice waited. 
Meanwhile, Christmas drew on apace in Tower 
Street, a season darker, dirtier, more noisy than 
ever. Whilst Mrs. Stanisbrough, in the blithest 
of spirits, chuckled over the silence she had pre- 
dicted, the young girl drooped a little. She was 
weary of her brown hoUand boudoir, weary of 
•dreaming; and yet found no better consolation 
than to sit nose and knees together over her 
modest fire, longing for companionship, a kindred 
ispirit, a letter. 

The change was so great from school life and a 
score of merry girls, to these silent,' drab rooms, 
Icmg, foggy days, and longer erenings, spent in 
•the winter parlour with the antiquated aunts, 
obnoxious Gabriel Cripps, whist and* dummy. The 
"odd trick'* lost, fault of Anne*s knitting, the 
whiskey tumbler re-filled, most grudgingly — sole 
topics of conversation. 

'* If folks cannot govern themselves they must 
lye governed,** declared Persis. ^* Ton are a worse 
l)aby than Eunice, friend Gabriel, always wanting, 
wanting. An overfull cup seldom reaches the 
lips. Be thankful that you are both in leading- 
strings.** 

Offcenest Eunice, deaf and blind to all around her, 
wrote and re-wrote her sisterly appeal, answered 
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it in ever yarying fa&bion^ and drew pleafiiant 

piotures, not fio mucli of the future as of ihe paftt. 

EJer old home^ all indistinct and shadowy, haimt^^ 

"her ixnagination ; the broad terraoe^ the foujntaiii 

with its stone trough ever dripping, ever fiall of 

qldar, amber water. How blue the sky is, how 

^andly the rooks caw, flying over the green 

lawns to those lofty tree-tops. How deep isr tipue 

Primrose Coombe, how yellow. Up and down the 

:flag^ a peacock drags his jewelled train of rubies 

and emeralds; the proud, naughty bird, not to 

know that God made him beautiful, that he had 

^'nottin" to strut about. 

Two little girls tell vain Bobby this simple tfiutb, 
proud themselves of a correctly-leaxqied wisdom 
lesson, and vexed that the creature will not stay to 
listen, or drop so much as a single feather. Away 
they go in pursuit, the bron^ shoes^ the dainty 
white socks twinkling, the sun smiling down hot 
and kindly. Soon the fairest head lies low 
amongst the daisies, and a passionate wail calls 
for redress, for sympathy. Carol is beaten, and 
.takes care, the little flaxen beauty, to let baa,ats 
end birds know her trouble. Will they da^re .de»y 
her ? dare let her sob in vain P Now she dashes 
away her tears, and stretches out ja ehiibby hand 
to tirelefis, dusky Eunice, so proud of h^ $itWi^j 
treasure. 

^^Mii»e, £u, mine ; I will have it — all4)ri9(one« 

■ 

Stupid sifi to ih^lve a f$9<ther ! All or ];k3ip^'' 
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The little foot stamps, the rose-red face grows 
more lovely, the sweet blue eyes glisten. Poor, 
broWn Eunice 1 in the moment of triumph her 
prize is snatched from her, and nurse Chatters^ 
commentary sinks deep in her steadfast mind. 

"Pretty an' lucky ; never cry, missy — easy 
got, easy parted with. Bide a bit. 'Twas the 
tartiss that got the best of the running after all. 
Take it patient, and bide." 

~ 'Thanks to Mrs. Chatterson, Eunice had' not 
forgotten the childish adventure, nor her beautiful 
sister. 

" When I am a woman grown," she had said 
secretly, " I will win back my twin sister. Aunt 
Persis shall not prevent me." 

There had been no opposition, yet success 
seemed a long way off ; the dreamer might have- 
been discouraged had she not now and then shifted 
the kaleidsocope and taken a look at a certain dear 
Doctor, and his poor-spirited, hopeless-faced 
'^boy." 

- "Let me kiss you "—tenderness and weakness. 
JWhat had become of that foolish, unsailor-like 
sailor P She was pledged to think the worst of 
him; 

So patiently, or impatiently, everybody waited; 
there was peace and gladness in the old house. 
Much music also; the Boultings loved it well. 
Whenever Eunice practised. Aunt Persis set the 
doors ajar. Her own ditties must always end the 
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performance, coming, sad to say, after Mozart and 
Beethoven. In vain Eunice pleaded; th^' 
eccentric woman had her notions of a "tune to 
sing and sleep on/' Her once beautiful voice, 
shrill and quavering, reached the drawing-room 
where Eunice sat, and mingled with the young 
-girPs fuller, richer notes. 

'* Come let ns dance and sing 
While all Barbadoes bells shall ring, 
And love shall play the fiddle string, 
And Venus toaoh the late. 
To and fro — conples go, 
On the light fantastic toe ; 

Fan and frolic — ^music's flow, ' * 

The rosy honrs advance." 

^' Thank God for music ! You don't agree> 
Anne ? Well, after such a song as that I am in 
no mood for a niggle. Here comes Eunice to take 
my part. Silence, good goose ! the child is not to 
be hurried; she, being fresh from school, shall 
pronounce judgment. Look at us, Duchess, and 
say why two old folks so utterly unlike each other 
yet find it impossible to live comfortably apart P 
Wherein lies the secret ? '' 

Possibly, Eunice felt that the truthful answer 
might prove unacceptable. She laughed, shook 
her head, and kept her criticisms to herself. How 
delightful could she have her own will and way j 
clothe rainbow-coloured, apple-cheeked, dimpled 
Persis in gaunt Anne's dove's and greys, oi;^^ 
better still, in silken black ; and temper the 
yivacious caprice and unreason of one aunt with 
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t&e meek tenacity and word wisdom of the other. 
TeA\y stifP, bony, her ringlets as faded as her fiaoe^ 
notie could deny that Miss Stanisbrough was a* 
** real lady/* Her very nose, so often raffled by 
her taper white fingers, attested her gentility. She 
sp6ke with the wisdom of Solomon himself, but 
acte3 not — action involves exertion. Aristocratic 
Anne loved ease and indolence, except in the 
matter of knitting. She supplied the house^ 
with hose, and many a stockingless neighbour 
beside. 

Persis, round as an apple dumpling, with the 
neatest of feet, the plumpest of hands, the most 
woftderful of caps, half-off half -on her baby- 
i*inged, still brown head; Aunt Persis, whether 
attired in etnerald-green, cherry-colour, or 
Hkiasszarine-blue, was often pronounced "just a little 
tulgar '^ by outsiders ; fastidious people who did 
A^ ktiow her, and belonged to a more modem 
dt^hool. A most inconsistent, eccentric woman 
Certainly; sure of herself, her power and position, 
careless of opinion, changeable yet stubborn, 
thrifty yet generous. 

What Mrs* Stanisbrough might choose to do or 
Maintain, none of her household could at a^y 
tim^e, or under any circumstances, be sure of, ^h^ 
Would please herself — ^so much and no more was 
quite certain. Yet they all loved her dearly. 
Evinide's taste and judgttient leaned to Anne ; her 
keart and affoction went put to Persis. Just the 
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toacL. of a fairy wand and botb. might be trans- 
formed — *' the dearest creatures in the world." 

Which of ns has not often wished to wave such 
a magic rod over ourselves, or our friends ? One 
trembles to think of the result. "Many men, 
many minds." Human perfection, as humanly 
conceived, must move at times the very angels to 
&mile and pity. 



CHAPTEE IX. 



Godwin's luck. 



In the snnny montli of a west country combe, 
the lover of by-ways may suddenly discover that 
ancient and beautiful house described on the 
parish maps as ^' Paradyse Manor ; " once, says 
tradition, the palace of a Saxon King, with woods, 
pastures, moorlands, and water privileges — ^ponds, 
lake and river. 

Good walkers follow a cartway, grassy, but well- 
defined, winding in and out along the hillside, 
through meadow or copse ; a breezy, shady, silent 
road, enlivened only by the babble of running 
brooks, deeply hidden, the cooing of wood pigeons, 
or the whirr of pheasant or partridge. If alone, 
the pre-occupied traveller saunters idly round a 
rocky shoulder, and stops short — astonished, en- 
chanted. Perhaps the afternoon has been hot, 
and the silver haze of a summer evening bewilders 
his charmed senses. The place is so solitary, the 
stillness so unbroken ; this regal dwelling was 
surely never built by mortal hands. An instant 
and it will vanish; buttresses, gables, magnifi- 
cent Elizabethan windows, slender stacks of queer 
chimneys — ^the whole grand mass of brown stone, 
carved, lichened, weather-beaten. See, the pearly 
vapours thicken, the light reddens, th& glory is 
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departing. Merlin's Castle is dissolving into thin 
air ; and if Broomhay and its humble inn are to 
be reached before dusk, he must hurry onwards. 

Presently, emerging from a maple thicket, he 
meets the evening breeze; the mist has been swept 
upwards, the palace confronts him, solid and close 
at hand, set in a lovely wilderness of lawn and. 
rock terraces, fern hollows, coppices, and green 
shelving banks. Below, a vast tract of moor, 
bounded by purple hills ; above and behind, moun- 
tain heights, mountains only by comparison, 
dosing in the ever narrowing valley. 

A " House Beautiful " it must have been, and 
still is, this same Paradyse, reached by a rough, 
stony road, as is befitting ; built in the days of 
good Queen Bess, on the ruins of the more ancient 
dwelling, as the foundations and fragments of 
wall testify, rewarding the investigations of the 
antiquary. Not a desirable place of residence, 
for many a long year deserted, tumbling to pieces ; 
the few inhabitable rooms let to a farmer, the big 
hall converted into a bam, the western oriel 
chamber, its window blocked up, but an indifferent 
Cider cellar, the picture gallery a cheese loft. 

Again and again the property had changed 
owners since the year of the Monmouth rebellion^ 
when the last Helyar, fleeing from the short and 
sharp sentencing of " Bloody Judge JeSreys/^ 
left his bones in a foreign land. 

£iradnally the dismantled house fell into decay* 
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In that earliest and primitiTe palace, peopled hy 
King Athelston and his hunters, one can fancy the 
wild merriment, the adventurous, sylvan life, the* 
chasing and slaying of boars and foxes. Peace- 
able, plodding farmers held the '^ ramshackle old 
pallis^' in poor esteem, and lived in it rent free;, 
not without much murmuring on the good wife's 
part, cut off, poor woman, from her kind, con- 
demned to live without shop or church, her winter 
prospect a sullen sea of black water when all the 
moorland w»is flooded. Husband and Sons might 
well preach contentment, the little inn of Courta- 
lass, on the old Boman road, being always come- 
at-able, however dark the night. There good 
liquor promoted good fellowship ; and if some of 
the company only came abroad at dusk with the 
owls, nobody looked askance. 

A " pussy cat " boiled in the iron pot, with 
broad beans, makes a relishing Sunday dinner ;> 
and rustic morality laughs at the Game Laws, pro- 
vided the trespass is not found out. Glorious 
times had these lawless country folks, unmolested 
by steward or keeper^ until one day an active, 
meagre little man, brown of skin and garmentv 
arrived at Broomhay, ordered a frugal dinner for 
himself and his companion, and disdaining the 
best horse in the inn stable, set off on his own 
liimble legs for the old manor house. 

Cackling like their uneasy geese, the villagers) 
ran together, much marvelling what so mysterioua 
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a Tisit might mean; whilst Giles Helyar paced 
rooms aad meadows, survejed, poked and probed 
with TXiARgging interest. Measuring-tape in hand 
he trod the rotten floors, disappeared suddenly, 
dust enveloped, from the oriel chamber, and was 
dragged out of a dry well scatheless, anathematis- 
ing rats, bats and toad-stools. 

Id close confabulation with his man of business 
at&ongst the sheep on the finely-cropped terraces, 
Giles there and then appraised, and determined 
ttie sum of money needful for the carrying out of 
his heart's ambition. He would build up a new 
&mily of Helyars on these ancient possessions, 
doubtless originally claimed by kinsfolk of his 
own* Years of trading and speculation in foreign 
lands had made him a rich man ; that which he 
had hardly earned he knew how to spend, and in 
clue time the Paradyse Palace, repaired and beaii*^ 
tified, welcomed its new master. Farms were put- 
in order, moors drained, woods thinned or planted^, 
rivers scoured, poachers and vermin exterminated. 
' The Squire led a bustling, aggressive life; lived 
penuriously, still adding field to field, paid for all 
ihsLt he purchased, and cared little for the society 
or crit^nsms of his aeighbonrs. FifV yeats of 
absence make a man an alien even in his birth- 
pktcd ; few indeed of those who knew the orphan 
6finigrant of twenty were left to give the wealthy 
landowner a cordial greeting. Only Christopher 
Bonltuig, of The Great House, Broad Easton, fiv^ 
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miles distant^ found it easy to cultivate and keep 
the stranger's friendship. But then the two 
families were connected, and Christopher's father 
had paid Giles Helyar's passage-money, sending 
him away with hearty good wishes, afterwards 
abundantly fulfilled. All this Giles remembered 
— ^the round, red face of the baby in swaddling^ 
•clothes had grown bigger and redder.; it was still 
familiar, a Boulting face, a hard, bullet-shaped, 
Boulting head. If all other heirs failed him, why 
not dower pretty Carol, friend Christopher's 
daughter, choose the blue -eyed lass a husband, 
and entail the Helyar name and estates on the 
girl's first-bom son. 

The idea took fixed shape in the old Squire's 
mind on lonely winter evenings when winds 
howled, and a fierce patter of driving rain inclined 
him to shiver over his modest fire. Another girl 
appealed to him then, blue-eyed also, and once 
innocent ; his own sister and companion for a few 
jrears. Disgraced, and happily now at rest — dead 
long ago, with the child she would have " foisted " 
upon him. 

'* Foisted " — ^he dwelt on the word indignantly 
— ^not for the nameless son of some well-born 
rascal had Lucy's brother soiled his hands, 
perhaps his soul. A foreign grave might be 
trusted to keep that bitter secret. Giles made 
inquiries, set the matter at rest not without 
lingering doubts, and, looking about him, dis- 
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covered the thing of which he was in want— two- 
promising youDg men, Helyars both, akin to him- 
self and to each other. Barrister and gentleman, 
the nearest in blood ; the other, bnt an honest, 
boy sailor, deaf to his own interest and to the rich 
relation's splendid oflFer. For his adopted son the 
old man toiled anew, scheming not so much to- 
make money as to save and wisely invest it. Free- 
hold land, broad acres, farm-houses, peat moors — 
Giles bought and tilled, and yearly saw his goods 
increase with the owner's discontent, since gentle- 
. inan Godwin showed no aptitude for the situation 
he had readily enongh taken, proving himself' 
neither steward nor bailiff, but only a society- 
loving, softly-nurtured, idle young man. 

" Quite an Adonis, Mrs. Stanisbrough, and will 
be one day as rich as —you can supply the word — 
there were two of them, kings or gods I forget; 
my school learning has grown rusty, but I know a 
handsome man when I see him. What a chance 
for the Lisles ! only Paradyse Manor gives scant 
welcome to needy visitors. Christopher Boulting 
•excepted — ^I beg your pardon ; it is too late to take 
a fresh sheet of paper. Forgive me." 

So a certain correspondent had written en- 
lightening the Tower Street ladies at rare 
intervals. 

It did not cost the briefless barrister much to 
throw up his profession and give his widowed, 
imother the half of the yearly sum she had sorely 
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stinted Iierself and the girls to allow him. Godwim 
was her darling, her hope ; she trembled as much 
from joj as from fear when dwelling on his f utore 
prospects. But a few years, a worn-put, weather- 
beaten life — surely her fSastidious, pleasure loTing 
«m .^ould submit hioiBelf, put up with anything 
and everything. 

**For my sake — for your sisters — ^yoar own, 
dearest Grodwin'^' she entreated, ^^ let the old man 
be master ; try to please him — he has passed his 
threescore yeaors and ten. He ages visibly/' 

^<He may keep his ninetieth birthday and 
welcome, mother, so far as I am concerned,^' the 
young man told her ; ^* but he ought to come down 
handsomely, to live and let live, like a g^itleman. 
Pshaw! Giles Helyar does not know what the 
word means.' He expects me to buy and sell, to 
bargain and chaffer, and trudge and tramp, in 
short, to dirty my hands with filthy lucre as he has 
^done. A country life — a country squire — and not 
so much as a couple of good horses in the stable ; 
one broken-kneed hack that I'd be asliamed to get 
astride of, two cows and a donkey. Bespeot^iHe 
stud, rather, for the owner of Paradyse Man(»r ! 
Pm a social fellow, as you know, but nobody ever 
darkens Giles's door except Christopher Boulting; 
and he has small love for me, depend on it. Always 
a row in the house when friend Christopher takes 
his departure. A man, and a tale-bearer ! I can 
hardly believe it of him. If my friends sae a 
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little rough, what thenP They treat me well; 
they are the best I have any chance of falling in 
with. To entertain costs money and time. Does 
^Id Giles imagine that I sold myself to him, his 
Immble servant and drudge ? Nothing of the 
Mnd. Let him behave well to me, give me my 
proper position, and he shall have no cause to 
-complain. Treated like a schoolboy I shall 
•certainly act like one ; break the bounds, play- 
pranks — ^pretty harmless ones, mother. I flatter 
myself I have all my five senses ; you need* not be 
afraid.^' 

Nevertheless, matters became worse and worse ; 
quarrels patched up broke out afresh, and at last 
Squire Helyar deliberately gave Godwin his dis- 
missal, walking off that same day to Caristowe to 
consult his lawyer, and make a will in favour of 
the Boultings. 

He returned the same evening with the docu- 
ment in his pocket, stopped at the Courtalass Inn 
to give his factotum Dan some instructions concern- 
ing certain trespassers, met Godwin and renewed 
the angry discussion. The two men left together, 
still in hot dispute — Giles for Paradyse, a couple 
X)t miles distant, Godwin for Broomhay, a shorter 
walk. The latter reached his destination, and slept 
at the village inn ; the old Squire was found early 
"the next morning dead and cold, with no other 
mark of violence than a bruise on his temple, 
'^caused probably by the heavy fall on a stony road. 
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Doctor Hopkins, a peaceable, politic man,. 
Iiffimied this evidence, and was of opinion that 
exposure, cold, and exhaustion had quicklj 
finished the stunned and aged Squire. An open 
verdict satisfied suspicious doubters inclined to 
raise objections and envy the disinherited heir his 
rare good fortune. 

Very sorrowfully Godwin Helyar gave his 
evidence, not concealing the fact of his kinsman's 
angry excitement. 

"I dared not see him safe home,** the reluctant 
witness explained. "He prided himself on his 
walking powers, and never cared to mount a horse 
—and I — had parted from some sporting friends- 
— was in no humour to be taunted, you will under- 
stand — we went our several ways. It must have 
been full ten minutes afterwards when the — ^the- 
accident occurred.*' 

Yes, he had shown himself a gentleman, this 
lucky young fellow; generous, repentant, eager to 
make amends. Of so much there could be no- 
question. And if that forgotten sailor, once old 
Giles' favourite, chose to play a dog-in-the-manger 
part — if Christopher Boulting would have all or 
none — ^the blame was their own, and the crusty 
behaviour. 

So said housekeeper Hannah, discussing the 
change of masters, and a few other items, with 
John Skinner — 

"Downright vengeful is he. Squire Boulting^ 
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being pretty well clogged, an' the plum took, as't 
were, out of his mouth . How do I know that much ? 
Never you mind, John ; Squire Boulting was the 
only neighbour our old master took to. Very, 
thick was they of late, discoursin' quite jovial, 
thQugh I couldn't always catch the thread. Didn't 
you ever see the family ring, cousin ? My good- 
ness ! 'twould fit Mr. Boulting's finger well. 'Tis 
said none wears it long save those what knows 
the meaning of it, proved an' plain." 

"Aye, aye," the farmer replied indifferently; 
" I've heard the story. Grubbed up out of the 
old draw well outside what they call the * King's 
Parlour.' Solid gold cut in device, a Pool's Cap — 
the motto, * Not ashamed to wear it.' Scripture 
Doctrine our parson argues ; 'tis too strong a meat 
for my digestin', an' I'm not much of a babe 
neither. Was you saying young master wore that 
Ann Teek ring at the berryin', Hannah ? Bide a 
bit; I fell in with a foxy sailor one day — but 
mum's the word." 
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CHAPTER X. 

ASE MASSIAGES MADE IN HEAVEN? 

" Clabe^ Sophy ! '* cried the new squire of 
Paradyse, opening the door of his mother^s sitting- 
room, and putting in a dark^ handsome head, all 
ruffled^ by the morning breeze. *' Are you there, 
mother, alone and sorrowful P It is too bad, that 
anxious face. Given your heart's desire, a palace 
for your home, your son a steady, county respect- 
able — What is there left to wish for P " 

*' Not much," she answered, smiling. " A word 
will make me quite happy. Some day I shaU ask 
you ; but I can wait. What do you want P I am 
a wiser councillor than your sisters.'* 

" That is as may happen,*' he told her lightly ; 
" girls understand each other. Where are my 
sisters P " 

'' Gone to inquire for Mrs. Boulting, who is ill 
again," the mother said, watching her son's face. 
"Tou wish me to be civil, Godwin." A pause. 
" That little hoyden Carol may well be thankful for 
any crumbs of courtesy. She is no better than a 
saucy rustic, a laughing tom-boy, and must be 
taught to know her friends as well as her place. 
Fortunately, Mrs. Boulting is a lady — not a doting 
mother. Miss CaroPs pranks are at an end. I 
have promised to take her in hand — if you approve. 
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See what confidence I have in you, my dear son ; 
and yet people dare to say '^ — 

"Oh, never mind, mother! I am sick of 
gossip,^' he interrupted impatiently. *' Come and 
look at the smaller oriel room — the King's Parlour. 
I have a fancy to build, beautify, re-christen. 
Not the right word do you say ? Let it pass. Tell 
me my Queen's Bower must be as unlike all other 
rooms as the lady enthroned there will be tinlike 
other women. Yes, I have an idea. I must do 
something, mother; and I am entirely of your 
opinion — gaucherie, next to ugliness, is unpardon- 
able in a girl. But consider the * items * — ^blue eyes, 
dimples, roses, locks of gold, lips of vermilion, sun 
burnt hands and feet fit for a fairy. A ball of sun- 
shine to gild my palace in darkest wintry weather. 
My poetry does not charm you, mother ? " 

Mrs. Helyar looked at her son doubtfully. 
Dared she speak plainly ? Would it be wise to 
seize the opportunity, relieve her mind, and set 
her fears at rest? In a difficult and dangerous 
matter to be silent is so often the most prudent 
course. Godwin was but teasing her, as masterful 
sons love to tease over-anxious mothers. 

"Godwin,'' she began, colouring like a girl 
under his amused, yet keen glance. 

How well she looked, the proud, fond matron. 
What a shame to think of putting any less-dignified 
woman into the place she filled so perfectly. But 
— but — 
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*• Say on, mother mine/' he answered carelessly, 
^^ I am listening ; and don't be afraid, though my 
temper is not of the best at this moment. Some- 
thing disagreeable 9 Let me hear and laugh at 
it.'' 

He drew his lounging chair nearer to the fire, 
and buried himself in its cushioned depths, 
stretching his long legs across the white skin rug 
whilst observing with studied indolence the muddy 
riding boots so royally accommodated. His 
mother's vexation was not like his own — serious. 
Mrs. Helyar seemed in no haste to go on ; her 
son's eyes, though half-closed and downcast, 
embarrassed her. He had a way of looking under 
those sleepy lids not at all encouraging. His well- 
kept, silky moustache did not hide from his 
mother a mouth compressed and full of meaning. 
She temporised, blundering into digression. 

"Of course, we shall feel it dreadfully; equally 
of course, your interests must be considered. You 
can do everything for your sisters, who, you 
know, depend on you entirely. They will have 
to marry — I mean — ^you will have to marry. Yes, 
Gk)dwin, I must give you up. . I shall retire to a 
nest of my own. I can go back to the cottage at 
Broomhay we occupied during ^Jiles's lifetime — no 
farther away. I am so proud of you, my son. I 
shall be so lonely, not anxious, dear Godwin ; that 
is all past and over. I confess at one time I had 
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misgivings, STaturally, it will cost me a pang — 
you must marry/' 

" And suppose I have already come to the same 
conclusion ? " he answered mischievously, sud- 
denly flashing a bright glance of malice or 
mystery at her troubled face. *^We are of one 
mind, mother. Speak again ; this grows interest- 
ing. Tou have chosen for me, and I — I have 
chosen for myself. How queer if the new lady 
of the oriel chamber, your bride and mine, should 
be one and the same. A delightful coincidence, 
harmonious but unromantic. Strange that I am 
not more curious ; we will discuss my sisters* 
husbands first. Is it wise, this venturing of your 
tender doves into a nest of hawks P Those Boult- 
ing boys are one and all an unmitigated niiisance. 
Certainly the elder, marriageable sons may have 
better manners along with their empty pockets. 
I don't know ; I wish I could expatriate the lot. 
* Our boys — ^the boys — my boys,' ever the same 
chorus. Ton tail of uncouth retainers may well 
keep off outsiders from Little Goldielocks. A man 
need be very much in love or earnest not to fly 
from such a rabble rout, Turks, Philistines, 
Tartars. Eh, mother ! '' 

Again those veiled, sleepy eyes raised for a 
moment to droop lower than ever ; yet Mrs. 
Helyar took courage. 

" Why should you and I not be of one mind ? *' 
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she asked. '* You were always fastidious Godwin, 
thanks to your bringing up, your education and 
social advantages. The country gossip is simply 
absurd. They say " — 

He was wide awake now, sitting bolt upright 
and gravely attentive. 

*'That unsigned will," she went on. "Ton 
must allow the Boultings have cause for dis- 
appointment. I am told there is but one way of 
making things straight, and pleasing the village 
world at any rate. You are to marry little Carol, 
the hoyden, make a handsome settlement on her, 
and so give back what would have been hers had 
old Giles lived a few hours longer. I never heard 
anything more ridiculous. A rustic, half -educated, 
mannerless tom-boy, the mistress of Paradyse — 
the wife of my son ! I wish I knew who invented 
such an impertinence and set it going. I am glad 
you can laugh, Godwin ; just now you were serious 
enough. Of course, the tale is utterly false — with- 
out foundation. Still, forgive me, I should like to 
hear you say so. T could contradict it quietly, 
unanswerably." 

He was turning and twisting the antique ring. 
Apparently the fool's cap and bells had a subtle 
attraction for him. 

" Would this head-dress be so very unbecoming, 
mother?" he asked lightly. "It goes with the 
family honours I believe; the legend says so. 
*Not ashamed to wear it.' That depends; an 
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honest man, a gentleman, may wear what he will, 
and let the world stare. Define me honesty and 
honour, mother, if you please, from your point of 
yiew. It is a pity there should ever be two sides 
to such a question. We men of the law are bound 
to contend it nevertheless, or give up our pro- 
fession. Every fellow is honest who cannot be 
proved a rogue. I think I'll not be afraid of the 
questionable badge. I think FU don it." 

" Pray do not jest," she said, " but answer my 
question. Tou are in a strange humour this 
morning, Godwin. I expect Lady Lisle after 
luncheon ; she will be sure to have heard— I 
should like to deny the report unhesitatingly. 
Tou will not want variety of choice, my dear 
son; now that the Lisles have led the way, or 
even on your own merits, you wiU be welcome in 
the best society — a favourite with mothers and 
daughters. Miss Lisle, Aurelia the stately " — 

"Aurelia the ponderous, mother," interrupted 
the impatient son. " Put that fancy out of your 
head at once. Massive beauty, big-boned, well- 
matured, has no charm for me. If I am to be 
managed and guided, you shall be the clever, 
competent woman. It is not worth while, a boot- 
less task, to try and stop clattering tonguesi We 
will let them babble. And so I am to marry little 
Carol Boulting, not for love, but for justice and 
pity. Nonsense ! very charming though. Nonsense 
has that poor advantage. Little Carol is the 
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wildest, bonniest^ happiest gipsy under the sun — 
a ball of that same sunlight as I said before. 
Carols the madcap, with her Highland tail of boys I 
I am that venturous lover supposed to take heart 
and courage in his hands and win or lose alL And 
the girl has been committed to your motherly 
offices ; then she will be perfection, provided you 
can catch and hold her. Meantime, I shall con- 
sider the role; it is not an easy one." 

"You love to tease me with nonsense," she 
told him; "but I can be patient when your 
happiness is in question. Your fun is not good 
earnest. Carol Boulting a wife for you, a com- 
panion for my girls I the presumptuous minx — 
the "— 

"Mother have done," he said, checking her 
quietly. " Clare and Sophy had better not make 
themselves obnoxious to that bit of brightness, 
that pink and white daisy. I shall know how to 
punish them. Dear mother, do not look so dis- 
tressed ; whatever I decide to do you shall have a 
full voice in the matter. I will keep back nothing. 
I depend on you to make or mar my happiness. I 
will go farther, and say my position. Wait till 
you have heard my story, and then be thankful 
your gossip is so harmless. That sailor cousin of 
mine preferred before me, you know — we were on 
trial together in this very house. Younger than 
he ought to be, and foolhardy — but I was grate- 
ful ; and even whilst our. affairs were a nine days' 
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If onder, I wrote to his mother, proposing not only 
to continue the annuity old Giles used to pay her^ 
hut to double it. This is the answer I received — 
a pretty mad sort of epistle for a gentleman to 
write who was neither drunk nor lunatic then. I 
did not speak to you at the time, mother — ^you had 
trouble enough — and I — But read the letter, and 
tell me, if you can, what the writer is driving at. 
Bribe ! restitution ! It is for me to speak — ^he 
has no choice. Confound him 1 What can he 
know ? Sead for yourself." 

"Oh, how dirty, how" — she began, and 
stopped. 

In an instant Godwin had snatched the scrawl 
from the fastidious lady's hand, glanced at it, and 
torn it into minute fragments. 

" Pardon me, mother," he said, much disturbed, 
" I gave you the wrong epistle — a begging appeal — 
an extortionate — The two came by the same post, 
met with the same neglect of set purpose, and 
got mixed up together ; though, truth to say, one 
is about as felonious as the other. This is 
Bodney's precious effusion. I put it aside for 
consideration, which you will allow it requires. 
When at last I replied briefly, and not in the 
best of tempers, my letter came back to me — ' Left 
the town ; no address.' So much the pleasanter 
for those who have the misfortune of such an un- 
lucky lout's acquaintance. A greenhorn — ^we were 
both — Well, mother, not to pain your delicate 
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ears, we fell among thieves — ^brain-stealers — went 
in for a frolic, and paid dearly for our reveL'' 

Mrs. Helyar looked at her son anxiously. She 
knew that his gaiety was forced, that he had 
something to conceal. Scanning his face, she 
hastily resolved not to be cnrions ; also to trust 
the owner of Paradyse Manor. With law and 
birthright on his side, why should her Godwin 
fear the malice of a less fortunate man 9 Godwin 
had not perhaps expected help or counsel from a 
woman, but only sympathy. One ingenious lie 
was destroyed. Eodney's accusations, his threats, 
his undesired counsel, might still more easily be 
consigned to oblivion. 

Mrs. Helyar watched the tearing with com- 
placency. Her dear Godwin had a generous 
heart ; his story proved it. Cousin Rodney must 
pay the price of his own folly — ^loss of his ship, 
and once before of his inheritance. 

" The relationship is so very distant,'' she again 
said, filling up a pause in her son's confessions ; 
still our names are the same, which makes it a 
little awkward. I have always been so thankful we 
need not fear the clog of poor connections, with 
disreputable belongings ; but so far off a cousin 
can easily be ignored. I think I should write 
were I you, Godwin, and advise the foolish fellow 
to emigrate." 

Godwin's face brightened, only to cloud again. 
Write, and no address. 
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A capital notion, mother," he allowed. 
Bodney is of a dififerent temper, morels the pity 
— ^stubborn and tough beyond common sense. He 
seems to take it for granted that a word from me 
will set him right; and yet he hints that he 
hardly expects me to explain. No man is bound 
to criminate himself. Criminate ! In heaven's 
name, it is true though, and reasonable. I don't 
know why such stereotyped expressions should 
stick in my throat. And I did write, short and 
sharp, to no purpose ; and now it is too late. I 
saw in the papers that after the usual inquiry 
Lieutenant Helyar was let off cheaply, thanks to 
previous good conduct and the exertions of his 

friends. He has no chance of employment for 

* 

the next three years; and may think himself 
lucky indeed if he* gets a ship then, with this 
black mark against his name, and no rumour of 
war to help on his prospects. I wish to my heart 
I had not met him and his jolly old prig of a 
Doctor in Caristowe. I saw that he was verdant, 
had been reared on board ship ; and good- 
naturedly gave him an invitation to see life off 
the decks, unspoiled by naval etiquette. And the 
ass must get drunk — excuse me — a thousand 
pardons, mother. Let who will be dumb, I shall 
speak soon, and to the purpose — this time without 
refusal. Restitution — moral and legal rights 
Hold your tongue and be hanged, Don Quixote ; 
'tis to be hoped we have seen and heard the last of 
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you. Hurrah for California ! What could he 
tell P Honesty has no pluck, and may go starve 
for me. I shall not repeat mj offer. Mother and 
son have put it out of my power. We may cut 
the pair and forget them.*^ 

Mrs. Helyar said nothing. She was a little 
l^ewildered, and also vexed at her son's inc oherence. 
He, meanwhile, paced the room, and finally stood 
at the window with his back towards her, looking 
out on the moors. That other mother, less fortu- 
nate than herself, bespoke a passing pity. 

^' Paid off did you say ? Dismissed for three 
years — and a mark against his name — this stupid 
Eodney. It is marvellously like starvation. What 
will he and that sickly woman his mother, do ? " 

" Have I not said P Permit them to settle their 
own affairs mater/^ advised Godwin returning to 
his seat indolent and unruffled, his normal temper. 
Some sort of struggle had passed, leaving him all 
the calmer. " Damocles got used to his sword,'* 
he explained, smiling at his mother's mystification 
only to increase it. ^^ For the present I hold that 
man not much of a wooer who fails to win his 
bride and make of a woman what he pleases. 
Restitution ! Yes, I am ready." 

The fates were surely propitious. A note of re- 
fusal from Lady Lisle spoiled Mrs. Helyar's 
luncheon. Visitors, uninvited, made the embar- 
rassment more serious. Mr. Boulting and his 
yellow-haired daughter — actually in a gig— of all 
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valgar abominations ! The mistress of Paradyse 
slinddered and stiffened. Little Carol, so smart, 
so flaxen, and delicionsly shy, sat on the edge of 
her chair, her eyes and cheeks very bright, her 
tongue tied, her tiny boots thick and rather 
muddy, her ungloved hands full of hedge spoils- 
coral cups, mosses, trailing sprays of ivy. Mrs. 
Helyar shuddered, but presently recovered herself, 
seeing that Godwin's charming manner and 
courteous welcome did not smooth the wrinkles 
from his forehead. Her son was offended she felt 
sure ; the burly father shocked his fastidious taste 
less than Miss Sunball, redder than a red rose, in 
cherry merino and plush bonnet to match. *' With 
her complexion and manners ! " 

Quite softened, the mother graciously devoted 
herself to the little rustic, whose lips, once unclosed, 
allowed her tongue to chatter freely of the steep,, 
stony lanes, up which she always walked through 
mire or water, whilst papa sat in the carriage and 
shouted with laughter whenever she slipped into 
a ditch or left her best bonnet on a bramble bush, 
or chased it, flying with the wind across a stubble- 
field. 

" I find such lovely things," the girl said depre- 
catingly, all at once reading Clare and Sophy's 
black looks. "One can get hats and bonnets 
every day — ^primroses in February — no— just see 
— three — five— darlings. Yes, dear papa, I am 
quite ready ; I am coming.' 



ji 
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The two gentlemen had left the room half-an- 
hour before. Now Mr. Boulting sat in his 
carriage, and Godwin Helyar was not to be seen. 
Carol sprang to her place at a bonnd ; seldom 
indeed was it that the master of Paradyse failed 
to attend his lady guests and speed their partiag. 

Mrs. Helyar went back to the drawing-room 
pitiful and light of heart. She would certainly 
do her best for the poor, neglected child. 

Squire Boulting arrived at home, mounted in 
heavy haste to his wife's room. 

"Kiss me, Hetty," he said, boisterous and 
exultant. " Our SunbalPs fortune is made. I 
have driven a good bargain this day. Carol is my 
own daughter ; she will clip the wings of madam 
over yonder, and her two mincing, furbelowed, 
milk-faced girls. But keep the secret, sweetheart ; 
our little one is skittish and young. A woman 
must have plenty of nonsense, vows and caresses 
and what not — we'll leave 'em to settle their own 
affairs, my dear, in their own fashion, as we did 
before 'em. I've given my consent on conditions. 
T shall carry a clog the less. Kiss me, kiss me.'* 

" Spare me your arguments, mother," advised 
Godwin Helyar ; " we must submit to the 
inevitable, and may as well do it with a good 
grace. Old Giles treated me scurvily. I feel 
bound in honour to carry out his wishes. If after 
all a Boulting inherits, 'tis to be hoped I shall 
enjoy wife and goods in peace. But of all this 



ABE MABBIAaES MADE IK HEAVEN? 127 

not a word, as you love me. There is to be no 
hurry. Sophy and Clare would spoil everything ; 
my wooing is all to do, and I shall not find it 
easy. Perhaps I am not madly in love yet, but I 
mean to be. I must have time to pay my court in 
the old world fashion. I shall let no one suspect 
till I am sure of my bride." 

" With such a gilded cage the bird will come 
to your call," she told him a little maliciously. 

" There you are wrong, mother," he answered. 
" Goldielocks is proud, mid and shy. I believe 
she likes me. I am sure I can make her love me 
— me — ^me — ^the man — ^that is one of her charms, 
my rustic princess. But for Paradyse ; ah ! what 
a grand place to play ' Touch Last * or ' Hide and 
Seek.' What puppies — what horses — what 
apples ! Confound those boys ! I shall have 
them all upon me. * Love me love my dog ; ' it 
is hard lines. Sweetest mother, be sensible, and 
help me. I must strengthen myself, and shut 
gossiping mouths. The undertaking piques and 
interests me. My daisy only wants cultivating. 
It is true I like to look at her fresh face, but I 
could not endure bad manners, bad taste, hideous 
dresses — ^you know I could not. My happiness is 
in your hands ; help me ! ^' 

'^I had always pictured you with such a perfect 
wife," she said sighing ; ^' a tall, self-possessed, 
aristocratic " — 

^'Aurelia Lisle," he interrupted, laughing at 
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her* '^ I know, motlxer ; tall indeed, and ' sti£f as 
a poplar tree/ You are very transparent. But, 
mother, consider ; with Miss Lisle at the head of 
my table, where would you be 9 Take heart and 
advice ; try the willow twig, bend it for me gently, 
there's a wise, clever mother. Make your son's 
future wife more like a lady." 

She promised, but the task was a bitter one ; 
and though she believed this twig to be of the 
limpest and commonest, Mrs. Helyar had her 
misgivings. 



CHAPTER XI, 

A COACH AND FOUB. 

The March winds, grit-laden and easterly, have 
swept Tower Street from end to end, and left it 
no cleaner. It is the middle of April ; sooty 
showers fall daily, yet not a single primrose 
giladdens Eunice's wistf al eyes in the black, walled 
garden. Something better is in store for the 
brave student who has groped and plodded 
iiirongh grammars and declensions in tongaes 
ancient and modern. Aunt Anne's '* other things.'^ 

"Knowledge is power, child,'* insisted the 
flatitude-loving spinster ; " and therefore men 
mtiddle their heads with classics. It is not a 
satisfactory explanation, but it is the only one I 
could ever understand. * Knowledge is power/ '^ 

Not satisfactory? Eunice smiled, and went 
back to her primers with freshened zeal. Men 
attain their wishes — men win the world ; failure 
is their own fault. She being a woman, hedged 
about and hampered, can only admire and humbly 
follow where they lead the difficult way. With 
her weary head in her hands, she sits hour after 
hour, a book on her lap, books strewing lier attic 
floor. Verbs regular and irregular, participlesi, 
prepositions, and all because of the Tower of Babel. 
It is wonderful, but dispiriting. 

VOL, I. K 
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Her tangled thougMs wander. Oli, for Carol's 
lovely face ! Why does not the little sister write ? 
When will the time for action come, the dull 
waiting be over ? Eunice, a woman grown in 
these four fruitless months, is sobered, but not less 
resolute. She blushes to think of her childish 
comedy in the big drawing-room ; the adventure 
tells against her so terribly. Aunt Persis relates 
it almost daily, in proof that the girl Duchess is 
but a baby ; under government, pledged to blind 
obedience and content, like all infants. Aunt 
Anne nods solemn acquiescence; Gabriel Cripps 
grows purple and chokes with suppressed fun. 
Out of doors the toilers and naoilers are happy. 
St. Nicholas chimes "Hallelujah" unheard, un- 
heeded, so ceaseless is the rush of feet, the 
rumble of holiday vans and waggons. Easter 
Monday and the city world gone a Maying ; only 
this neglected maiden imprisoned in her lofty 
chamber, forlorn, forgotten, and that by her only 
school friend — her fairy god-mother. 

" Alas, yes ! At this very moment the aunts 
downstairs discuss Blanche Crocker^s birthday 
fete in the serene satisfaction of an afternoon 
niggle, the very early dinner, with its indispensable 
dessert of Easter cake, having been eaten. 
Though Mrs. Stanisbrough has abjured society, 
and discourages fashionable visiting for proud 
reasons of her own, she loves human kind, and is 
well up in the concerns of her acquaintance. 
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Aunt Persy's "little birds" keep her abreast, 
nay, ahead of the current of events ; when Plutas 
Adonis appears he will not startle her. She 
** knows what she knows ; " she will out-general 
the Crockers. An important piece of news 
trembles on her tongue. Of course, "Fate** 
brooks no interference; still, all the city world 
haying been asked to this ball, it would be strange 
indeed were Eunice overlooked. At church, and 
in the Public Gardens, the two friends often met 
— there was no excuse. 

" And I remember when Robert Crocker wore 
an apron, and swept out those very stores worth 
now half-a-million of money, if all reports be 
true. The man's foreign trade is, I am assured, 
rich and extensive beyond belief. To snub us, 
his earliest wall-wishers ! There has been some 
mistake, Anne ; I am sure of it. Blanche is too 
young for worldly wisdom.'* 

" And I am glad, sister," replied Anne ; *• these 
routs do modest young gentlewomen a deal of 
harm. Select tea parties, a little carpet dance I 
would make no objection to such festivities, 
properly conducted, early hours for coming and 
going. I gave up all dissipation, as you did, 
years ago ; and I am credibly informed that since 
our time morals and manners have become quite 
corrupt. Country dances, cotillons, quadrilles, 
never heard of; but instead an indecorous romp, 
which they call a ^ gallop.' The name is enough; 
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I hB,r€ begged and entreated £n^ce not to deiti^ean 
fcettielf to the paces of a pohy. The child sayft 
fbis furious stampede — I saw it once on a small 
iSN^ale^ and left the room disgusted — she tells md 
the thing is spelled with one 1 ; but I put it to 
you, Sister Persis : does a letter more or less make 
the dance a becoming one for Christian girls ^ 
There are other whirligigs, newer still ; in shorty 
lb ball-room is no longer a gathering-place for 
(Elegant ladies and gentlemen, but simply a slippeiy 
floor on which tee-totums spin madly, come into 
(K>lIi6ion, and go down sprawling.*' 

Miss Stanisbrough raised her hands in moum** 
f td protest. The picture, in all its horror, whirled 
before her ; she audibly gave thanks that Eunice 
Hrfts ''out of it,^' and collapsed pitifully at th0 
sound of Persy's dogmatic voice— 

'' Fiddle-de-dee, good goose ! the grapes are 
sour. I tell you Eunice must and shall go to this 
fSte, though I don't see how. Do you think I 
cannot guess why the girl is not wanted P My 
ttewB — ahem— Yesterday Chatters, who is a bit 
of a dressmaker, altered my wedding gown to fit 
the child's figure, and put it in her wardrobe 
ready. My part is done ; I leave the rest. We 
dhall see. 'Tis never too late for destiny." 

Anne instinctively walked to the window, but 
nothing appeared. Mrs. Stanisbrough's faith was 
tftujuestionable. Presently the sound of horses 
im|i heard, the tramp, tramp of many weU-sliod 
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lioofs coxning nearer aad nearer. Eunices watobfol 
ia her tower, looked too and listened. Oh, joyfqj. 
wonder of wonders ! a coach and four, powdered 
iootmen, scarlet and gold liveries. At their own 
door the shining aplendonr stops ; then tbQ 
watcher sees ^o farther — the garden walls shut in 
the visitor, and nothing more happens. She has 
time to think, to stiffen a weak resolution with 
offended pride. So late an invitation, such a 
lui^ed party;; Aunt Anne ia right — "Castomera 
and customers' customers/' Eanice will not go, 

But a light step trips up the stairs ; a quick rap 
and the door opens — Blanche Crocker, pretty^i 
joyous, heautiful, in silk and lace, and feather^,, * 
rushes upon her old comrade with an envial^Q 
disregard of rumpling the costly finery. Eunice 
has said yes almost unawares. She cannot go 
hack; she finds it hard to be Qold, indifferen,t« 
Blanche is so natural, so like her old school self « 

^* And you really have had no invitation ! " thQ 
heiress says. ^^ I am almost sure I wrote one t^ 
days agQ} I know I intended writing. Then, 
wondering you did not answer, I ordered the 
QarriagCji by a happy inspiration, an.d drove off to 
taake sure of you and clear up the matter. Now, 
my dear Duchess, don't be cross. I have mj 
jjumber of dresses ; we are just the same size, li^ 
;s useless for you to look so stuck-up. J shaU 
carry ypu off— come along- If I did not really 
want you, why am I here with the carriage ? " 
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" I — ^I — do not think my aunts will consent/*" 
stammered Eunice faintly, '* They — Aunt Anne 
does not approve of public balls.*' 

" But Aunt Eolypoly does, delightful creature/* 
laughed Blanche. " I won her over directly, I 
have carte blanche. Show me the newest of your 
dresses. This ! it must have been made for Noah's 
wife. Snuff colour" — 

"Pall of the leaf," corrected Eunice gravely, 
her pride once more in arms. " I shall wear it or 
stay at home. I like it — it has a story, it is 
harmonious, and suits me. It was my aunt's 
wedding dress ; it is to bring her happiness 
through me. She says you could not buy such a 
silk now for love or money. I have often stroked 
it when I was a wee child. Pall of the leaf." 

" Nonsense ! snuff colour, and of the yellowest/*' 
said Blanche impatiently. " Ton are just as 
absurd as ever, dreaming and romancing. It will 
not succeed, my dear. I prefer to call things by 
their right names. Ton will be a Cinderella 
indeed. White tarlatane or book muslin. Be 
persuaded, dear ; wear one of mine." 

But Eunice was obstinate, and Blanche turned 
her attention to another important matter- 
jewellery, lockets, bracelets ; a gold chain, a string 
or two of pearls — something to lighten up the 
grandmother costume, and make her friend less 
discreditable - looking. Eunice's vexed face 
brightened. Prom an old leather trinket-box she 
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drew forth, a long, beautiful chaia of large amber 
beads, with a curious Indiau locket attached. 
Blanche opened the oval frame, and disclosed the 
perfectly handsome face of a young nayal oflicer 
in f uU uniform. 

" So, sly Cinderella, you have a prince of your 
own ! " she said. " My mind is at rest ; you will 
not interfere with me, or envy me Adam and his 
' Paradyse.' Because I mean to keep him all to 
myself ; and to be candid, you are — how shall I 
put it — improved — developed. Yes,' indeed, to 
have found your hero so quickly. Romance has 
got the best of it for once. Tell me everything. 
Is he with his ship ? Do you worship him thus 
each night, and sleep with his handsome counter- 
feit under your pillow/' 

She pressed her lips to the ivory, and threw 
herself into an attitude of ravishment. 

*- Confess, Eunice, confess ; I know all about it. 
I also have had my experiences. Confess.*' 

" It is the likeness of my uncle Harold," ex- 
plained Eunice, doubtful whether to laugh or be 
angry. " He gave me these amber beads, and was 
the first to call me Duchess ; and I love all sailors 
for his sake. He has been dead many years. 
Blanche, there are no girls so silly as you fancy j 
but I don't mind telling you that unless Plutus 
Adonis is a little more like my uncle than a certain 
craven, sham Coeur de Lion sailor, I will have 
nothing to say to him. The wretched man looked 



his party and acted like a girl and a gaby. Kot~ 
that I am any better pleased with myself. I made 
a mess of everything, and we parted enemies for 
life. A connierfeit and a real one, that 
Lieutenant ; my Uncle Harold, no." 

Blanche^s puzzled face brought Eunice down 
from the heights confused and ashamed. 

" I have been so lonely," she said humbly, " I 
forget that you are nob one of us, that my nonsense 
cannot interest you. I think it will be better for 
me to stay in my prison." 

But Blanche hurried the departure, impatient 
of packing and good-byes; she felt that slim, 
long-nosed aunt was not to be trusted. 

^ Promise me, promise me," urged Miss Stanich 
trough ; " don't be persuaded to canter — ^refuse 
to make a tee-totum of yourself on principle, my 
dear girl. Set an example — the Lancers or Sir 
Eoger with a serious partner." 

" Plutus Adonis, child ! " cried Persis gleefully. 
"^^At last your day has come and your chance; 
make the most of it. Gallop or spin, I give you 
my blessing." 

Eunice sprang into the carriage with a vigour 
which certainly did no credit to Madame Rubelle's 
deportment class ; then leaning back, she gave 
herself up to the luxury of a fulfilled wish. For 
half-an-hour, carriage, horses, servants ^it was all 
her own. 

Blanche presently disenchanted her. 



^'Do people live in these houaes, in these 
'shabby, poYerty-stricken streets. Oh ! of course 
X know they are inhabited; I meant visitable 
people — girls I could ask to my party. Let the 
check string alone^ wretch ! You live in Tower 
Street ? I know it. Have I not fetched you from 
thence ? Drive you back again ? Come, Eunice, 
be reasonable. I beg your pardon, I would not 
have your Uunt tongue and temper for the world ^ 
it will bring you into trouble some day — forgive 
me. You do not guess yet how generous I am.'^ 

After this little passage-of-arms there was 
silence. Eunice could not nurse her ill-temper 
whilst reclining at ease on silken brocades; her 
eyes continually feasted with picturesque villas,^ 
flowering shrubs^ early lilacs and laburnums, in 
trim, graasy gardens. 

^^ Is this the Mansion House? '^ she asked; '^ it 
]o6ka like a palace. I think I could drive all the 
night. Are we really arrived ? Oh, Blanche, how 
very, very beautiful I And this is your home ! '* 

Eunice sighed ; the contrast was so striking^ 
Blanche, not ill-pleased, answered carelessly-^ 
l;^'^ The house is ours whilst papa continues in 
QjBS^e, no lunger ; it was built for the use of the 
Mayors. My own home is farther away still, and 
much prettier. We have a park and the loveUesA 
gardens. Is it possible ? Were you never here 
before P " 

''I could not walk alone through'' — ^^ those 
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low streets " the girl meant to say, but checked 
herself in time — " through the city. Aunt Persia 
never goes out except to church, and Aunt Anne 
takes me to the gardens in Burton Square, or to 
the college shops. Here I could fancy myself in 
fairy land; I did not know Caristowe was so 
pretty." 

" When you have seen the ball-room you will be 
enchanted," replied Blanche, hurrying her friend 
through entrance hall and ante-rooms, all stacked 
and festooned with ferns and flowers. " We will 
have coffee, something nice in my room, instead of 
going down to a formal dinner ; then Fleurette 
shall do your hair, dear, and make the best of you. 
She is quite an artiste. And your hair; what a 
marvellous quantity you have, so soft, and dusky^ 
and manageable. Hair is not my speciality. Still, 
in that snuff-colour robe, you will be but a brown 
sparrow, and I cannot promise you any great 
choice of partners. It is agreed, you know, that 
I keep my prince to myself. He is our guest, with 
one of his sisters. They arrived yesterday, acci- 
dentally, from Paradyse, his place in the country,, 
and papa insisted on keeping them. They have 
not begun to go out yet, though the old man who 
left my Prince Perfect his Paradyse was such a 
distant relation, and so very aged and cantan- 
kerous, that to make a fuss about him would be 
hypocrisy. Pour months of banishment amongst- 
clowns and cows is quite a decent mourning. But 



▲ COACH AKD FOUB. 139 

— ^my prince is fastidious, and has scruples ; so as 
nobody knows him in the city, we have agreed 
that he shall remain incognito. You shall see 
him, Eunice; he is worth looking at — a rival to 
your Uncle Harold; rather more of a courtier 
than a Coeur de Lion ; a real Plutus Adonis, in 
fact. What is the joke between you and your 
dear, dumpling aunt ? You won't tell me ? Ah ! 
I shall find out. Plutus Adonis ! delightful com- 
bination. To-night you shall behold, and lose 
your heart to him. Yes, we shall be rivals. Now 
will you not wear one of my prettiest dresses ? 
— pale pink and pearls — ^for my sake if not for 
your own dearest. I have done more than my 
duty ; if you do not dance blame ^ Auat Persy's 
wedding gown.' " 

Thus Blanche chattered, heedless of her friend's 
reserve. Meurette's arrival put an end to the 
talk; both girls had to get dressed — a lengthy 
and serious business for the heiress, at least. 
Eunice, quickly attired, found her way early to 
the drawing-room. TheJre was so much to see 
and enjoy; the slippery, shining floors, the lights, 
the lilies, roses, perfume. Statuary, crystal 
fountains, conservatories, ablaze with colour and 
gas jets, dazzled her wondering eyes and oppressed 
her surfeited senses. After the first rapture of 
admiration, she sought a quiet comer, and amused 
herself by watching the arrival of the not very 
select, albeit tulip-like company. To her natural 



refinement and critical taste something was wsint- . 
ing. A little shade, a great deal of softness, 
polish and ease; neutral, rather than rainbow 
i;ints« 

Herself a " brown sparrow/* unobserved, as 
Blanche had foreseen, she criticised the pleasure 
she was not invited to share^i as freely as even Aunt 
Anne could have wished ; condemning dancers 
and dancing, though her feet beat unconscious 
time to the merry music. 

It was a romp, and by no means what Madame 
Rubelle used to call the " poetry of motion; *' and 
oh ! those red shoulders, the bony arms, and 
barbaric splendour of bracelets and necklaces* 
What a confusion of blues, greens, pink, red amd 
yellow. Her own bronze silk, with its creamy lace 
ruffles and oriental amber, was surely far more 
becoming. The pale yellow rose in her dusky 
hair, the flashing diamonds in Uncle Harold's 
locket, pleased her well, reflected in a mirror ^t 
her side. Tetshe got no partners; only one or two 
motherly matrons spoke to her, whilst Blanche, 
in a cloud of bluie gauze sprinkled with silver st^s, 
was beset, persecuted on all sides, the Queen oC 
the Ball. 

'* Lucky, happy Blanehe to have the gift of 
ibeauty,*' thought Eunice i ^' cleverness is but a 
brown and yellow tortoise. What matters it how 
I am dressed; I mean to win the race. Au^t 
Persis must be coaxed; reasoning never movea 



htf. tnstend of t, fiitmmet* hat and new mtLslin 
iSteSses^ I ahottld mncli prefer lessons in Italian, 
German, or even Latin. I want power, position; 
fcoteetlring better than rnlgat show. Money to 
ttee and do good with, not to spend on second-rate 
people, or elxtravagantly for extravagance sake.*' 

" How d'ye do, how d'ye do ; hardly thought to 
iee you here ! Why not ? True, true. Hang 
it t youVe a right to do as you like ; no man 
iAQxe so, my dear fellow. I see your sister is with 
you. Introduce me for the next dance. Galop, 
isn't it ? I flatter myself I'm rather a stunner at 
that sort of thing. Introduce me— do." 

Eunice forgot her moralisings and looked 
around her, curious and much interested. Two 
men, one perfectly dressed, handsome, easy* 
mannered, with somewhat of a downcast look 
and affectation of languor ; the other a little, 
dapper, fashionably got-up figure, a plebeian 
" swell," befrilled, curled and scented ; his snub 
nose high in the air, his ringed hand impertinently 
twirling the silent gentleman's coat button. 

"My sister does not * Galop.' Excuse me. 
Bush, I am on a lady's service. Tou will have to 
go farther; may you fare no worse." 

A glance from the suddenly lifted eyes met 
Eunice's unconscious look of approval, and 
seemed to read her thought. The handsome face 
smiled upon her ; then Prince Perfect turned 
away, and she saw him a minute af teirwards in 
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close attendance upon Blanche, holding that joun^ 
lady's fan and bouqnet whilst she leisurely ate an 
ice. 

Mr. Eush^ discomfited and apparently very 
mnch disgusted, took himself off to the refresh-^ 
ment-room ; and Eunice went back to her medi- 
tations. 

** Yes, it must be Blanche's prince. What a 
careful, charming brother. Would one of her 
own^unknown ten have done a disagreeable thing so 
gracefully ? " 
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•*' Who is she 9 The little girl in snujBB-colour ? Ah, 
yes — bronze, if. yon like it better. She is a school 
friend of mine, Mr. Helyar; she lives in Tower 
Street. Only fancy, qnite the back slums! I 
pitied her, and thought I would give her a treat. 
I am afraid she has not been dancing, but the 
fault is her own ; she should have let me dress her 
like other people. I promised to give her an in- 
troduction to society — a chance. I have done it." 
*' I am soriy to disagree with you entirely. Miss 
Crocker,^' said Godwin Helyar lazily ; ** dressed 
like other people ! — ^these people 1 Your quaint 
little beauty knew better. Not every schoolgirl is 
iclever enough to make a disadvantage an attrac- 
tion. » I admire your friend immensely. Ton must 
' introduce me.' '* 

Blanche hesitated; was he really in earnest P 
She inclined to believe not, and answered him 
lightly— 

"Eunice Stanisbrough is quaint enough; for 
the beauty — ^you must not make fun of the poor 
child. She is more clever than you might guess. 
At school this Eunice was somebody; she always 
took the lead, always won the prize. In a ball- 
room she has little chance. But she is quite 
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yonng, only seventeen ; though, being so tall, and 
slender, and seridns, people take her for older, and 
yet nnaccountably say, as you did, * that little 
girl, who is she P ' I tell them, and they ask no 
more. By-and-bye, if I can find a leisure moment, 
1 must persuade an idle friend to dance with herj 
and set her going. A start is everything.'' 

** Let me be the self-denying man who shall do 
this charitable deed," he begged, with a quiet 
irony too fine for the matter-of-fact, spoiled 
heiress. " I do not look the part P Ton judge me 
incapable f The more need that I should take a 
lesson. Novelty is always fascinating; make me 
acquainted with your Tower Street nobody. Miss 
Crocker.** 

It had to be done. Most unwillingly Blanche 
surrendered herself to the eager claim of an im« 
patient partner, and left the two together after a 
hurried introduction. Her heart was with the 
silent pair; she longed to make a third and spoil 
the probable flirtation. Godwin Helyar's gravity 
had not entirely deceived her ; as for Eonice, the 
child's transparent face told its tale of pleasure, 
surprise and admiration. Blanche should have 
taken a second look. 

" May I have the honour P Will you dance this 
galop with me. Miss Stanisbrough ? '' 

He held out his arm with easy, condescending 
grace, observing the swift change in the large^ 
soft eyes, raised confidingly to his, the crimson 
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flnsli on the yonng girPs brow, the quivering^ 
parted lips. Quite an ingenue ; still these shy, fresh 
debutantes are apt to prove embarrassing. He 
prefers being amused rather than being amusing. 
Those dove-like eyes have an eagle fire and flash ; 
the quicker he has her safe, helpless^ breathless, in 
the rush of the dance, the better. 

''For the galop," he repeats; "quickly, or it 
wiU be over.'^ 

*' Thank you, I do not gallop," Eunice tells. 
him in hot displeasure, emphasizing her con- 
sonants. ^ How can you ask me to do that which 
you think wrong for your sister ? I am mistaken.. 
I thought you were as Blanche said, a very 
Prince Perfect. I wish now I had stayed at home 
in Tower Street ; there, at least, we are — every- 
thing is — ^what it seems.** 

^'I am sure of it,*' he told her, a gleam of 
laughter in his eyes. " Candour is also my pet 
virtue. You are new to the naughty — ^I tv'ould 
say, the plebeian world. Miss Stanisbrough ; may 
you long remain so. Alas ! it is not possible;, 
ignorance and innocence, out of Tower Street, oub 
06— home ! Yet I cannot be sorry that you are 
here, giving and receiving a lesson. Do you not 
know there are partners and partners — shall I 
say gentlemen and gentlemen P I took it for 
granted that you did, that you were wiser. I, too, 
made a mistake, a double one, for — You will 
sot dance f Will you talk with me ? May I be 

VOL. I. L 
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seated P I assure you I can stand any amount of 
snubbing from some people — some ladies. My 
nature is far too irrepressible ; I sliall really feel 
obliged if you will squash me a little with good, 
wholesome truth — morals and manners from a 
young lady's point of view," 

His banter, so light and careless, amused her ; 
his handsome face, his evident interest, completed 
the charm. When Blanche, returniDg with a 
less-distinguished partner for Eunice, re-claimed 
Mr. Helyar and led him away, all the glamour and 
glory went with him. The "dowdy in snuff- 
colour *' proved herself a " regular stupid,^' never 
opened her mouth beyond yes and no ; and in the 
Lancer chain was always precisely where she 
ought not to be. And Prince Perfect — this 
charming Plutus Adonis — of course, he had for- 
gotten the Tower Street girPs existence. At the 
supper table all his attention was given to radiant 
Blanche. Very lovely the blonde beauty looked in 
Eunice's honest eyes. 

*^ It is natural," she thought ; " and yet if he 
knew us both, if he likes a good talk, and I think 
he does, Blanche would disappoint him. But 
then so did I. Ignorant and innocent I they were 
his own words. Should we ever meet again, he 
shall unsay the first. Aunt Persis was very angry 
the other day when I began about Professors. If 
I wear my old hat, my last summer dresses, she 
cannot object. I shall tell her Plutus Adonis 
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thinks me ignorant ; that will be enough. I shall 
beg Aunt Anne to pelt her with platitudes. 
* Knowledge is power.* I know that I have talents ; 
I must learn how to use them, or the beauties will 
win my world, and leave me never a taste of the 
good things. Blanche might be even a little more 
generous. I believe she is talking of me now; 
she looks this way, and so does her Prince. Very 
well, I shall not listen." 

Nevertheless, Godwin Helyar chose that she 
should hear, and pitched his pleasant voice 
accordingly. 

" Her eyes are lovely. She may ask what she 
will ; the -world denies nothing to such faces.** 

A clatter of glass and voices prevented Eunice 
from hearing the end of the sentence, advisedly 
diplomatic. 

" Roses and lilies have a charm all their own,*' 
turning to Blanche and speaking lower. "Tour 
friend has something to learn ; she will learn it^ 
will succeed. Wait and see. You need not envy 
her her tardy good fortune.** 

"Andjou enjoyed the party, my dear P ** said 
Anne; ''you kept your promise? Good child; 
always set an example. No wonder you look so 
fresh and happy. I should never guess you had 
been sitting up half the night. It makes my 
words good, Persis, * Virtue its own reward ! * ** 

" Bat not Eunice's, Anne Stanisbrough,'* replied 
Persis slyly. " Now, Duchess, spare your blushes. 
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I akall not ask you any questions ; you know your 
ctaty. , I fancy you have had your pleasure. So- 
nmch the better — matters are well in train. Why, 
child, you are as scarlet as a poppy, and may 
hold up your head with pretty Carol after all. 
Fate is a gentleman, and Christopher shall bite 
the dust." 

Was there ever a girl so blessed, so grateful P 
Eunice went about the dingy house with a joyoua 
heart. This lovely gift so longed for was really 
hers, and she had never guessed it, supposing that 
pink and white, blue and gold made the Helens — 
the earthly angels whom all loved to look at and 
worship. 

It must be said of the foolish child that she had 
n6ver grudged her sisters their pretty faces. Their 
beauty gave her pleasure ; she loved it for its own 
sake. No vanity mingled with her joy and spoiled 
it; but how long was this single-mindedness to 
last? 

Ignorance expelled, how much innocence re- 
mains behind ? Out of the furnace, seven times 
tried, coines the shining gold free from all dross, 
purer and brighter than ever. Only the process is 
difficult and dangerous, and to be successful needs 
a master hand. Eunice was but a novice ; the 
perilous daring of inexperience often mars or ruins 
that which was designed to be a very perfect 
work. This girl had no fears, and but one regret : 
ftgain she had missed her opportunity, made what 



Blanche would call "a mess of things/' Her 
cheeks flamed anew as she remembered her blonty 
childish speech. She had scolded him,, spoken as 
she was ever speaking, the thought of her heart 
aloud ; named the hero Prince Perfect to his face, 
and t^ien, covered with confusion, had sat beside 
him dumb, shy, awkward, a very schoolgirl. And 
he — ^thought her beautiful — ^he, opening her eyes 
to the truth, had bound her to him, his grateful, 
admiring friend for ever* How different from that 
other man, her enemy and his own. How pleasant 
to nourish, side by side, dislike and preference ; 
the last intensifying the first, making it indeed^ b^ 
force of contrast, natural and allowable. Sy its 
finits we know aaid esteem the tree. 

" Plutus Adonis." Eunice resolutely put the 
fiwift thought away, and stilled her throbbing 
j>TAlses« Such a possibility was too charming to be 
dreamed of; such very delightful things never 
come true. And yet why not? No — no-^she 
was angry with herself; pride and maidenly re- 
«,™ sailed .H, ca.«, W ^ J. her 
back to Dante's '^ Purgatorio/' 

" And you think consistency requires me to sit 
still, Anne? *' said Mrs. Stanisbrough briskly. ^ I 
£hall do no such thing, not whilst my meddling 
prospers. Consistency I A fig for your cardinal 
virtues. Fm but a woman ; I believe in Fate, and 
^oose to have a finger in every pie. Events ar^ 
-—what do you call it ? * 
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'* Casting their shadows before," supplied Misa 
Stanisbrough, happy to put in her word. 

'' Shadows ! goodness no ! Nothing half so 
gloomy. Sunshine, sister Simple, sunshine. A 
Dunstable straw hat trimmed with wild honey- 
suckles, white dresses, buflF ginghams, Valenciennes 
and India muslin. Duchess Eunice has set her 
heart on finery at last. It is an excellent sign ; I 
am well content. This very morning the child 
came to me colouring and stammering. I pre- 
vented her slyly. * That German Professor, my dear 
—if you really prefer wisdom to vanity — you may 
please yourself.' Guess her answer, good goose, 
the cunning puss. * Aunty, Madame Barbe has 
returned from Paris. I should like a straw hat,, 
honeysuckles, and this and that, and the other.' 
She shall have it. You may take her to-day, and 
at the same time get a new cap for yourself and a 
few more green beetles for me. Madame has been 
stingy ; two insects for every rose is the proper 
complement. Listen ! " 

" Oh dear, what can the matter be, 
Johnny's so long at the fair." 

" Dilla lilla-Hiniaa lilla— oome and be kiUed." 

''It warms my heart to hear the child sing. 
'Tis coming, Anne, coming — ^Eunice's happiness- 
coals of fire for Christopher — ^blue ribbons — 
Johnny — I mean, Flutus Adonis. I hold the 
proof — ^the letter — in my pocket. 'Tis all decreed; 
what have you to say against it P " 
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Nothing, Persia,'' answered Anne meekly. 
*^ My tlionghts are my own ; everything outside of 
me belongs to you, sister. I live and shall die in 
your debt. If all is so well, better let well alone* 
Tou are too sanguine/* 

<' Not a bit of it, Anne ; the grammars are all 
gone. Chatters does not know where. My lady 
reads * Romeo and Juliet' and * Love's Labour 
Lost.' I was never over head and ears enough for 
that, but Fve seen them acted. Hark ! Eunice is 
singing still, like a lark. You are stubborn, my 
dear/* 

Mrs, Stanisbrough's soft face dimpled all over 
with quite a childish glee; beating rapid time^ 
foot and hand together, she chirped in a clear, 
joyous old voice — 

Dilla lilla — oome and be kiUed. 

Argument was useless ; Anne stroked her nose 
and brought forth her facts. 

" We have all had letters, I fancy. Mine is of 
no consequence, though it is the first I have 
received these five years, I shall want your 
advice about it another day. Eunice has heard 
from her sister Carol, and has been singing ever 
since. I wonder she has the heart. Tou were 
right, Persis. Carol has written against her 
father's express orders, slyly. I proposed that the 
letter should be put in the rack unopened till Mr. 
Boulting's permission could be obtained, but 
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Eunice's really good principle was not equal to 
Bach, a triaL She tore the envelope^ ran away 
like a lapwing, locked herself in her own room^ and 
then made the house resound with those foolish 
ballads, wandering about and finding no rest for 
the sole of her foot. I think you should exert 
jour authority, my dear sister. Mystery leads to 
mischief; I hold to the plain truth and *One 
above,* " 

Very seldom indeed was Miss Stanisbrough per- 
mitted to make so long a speech. The face of her 
benefactress, clouded and wrinkled, warned her 
ihat her chance would soon be over. She expected 
a sharp rebuke too familiar to wound, and her 
-sister-in-law's solemn announcement took all the 
stiflFhess out of her back, and caused her to sink 
down in her chair grey and shapeless as a jelly- 
fish. 

" Anne Stanisbrough, open your ears. I am — 
going to — the — seaside. Bless the womaa ! I 
don't believe she has heard a word. I am going 
to Bimbeach, I and the child — to Birnbeach, 
goose, for a change of air. I am not a snail with 
my house glued to my back, though folks have got 
to think so." 

*^ It is against your end, you will never come 

back again," said Anne, at last, dolefully. "You 

have not been out of the house, except to church, 

ever since — not for years. Yes, your time has 

eome. Where is your pain? But, but I don't 
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believe yon could die in a strange bed. I don't 
believe jon will ever do it. Tea want to frighten 



me.^' 



" Come, come, Anne ; don't take a catalepsy/' 
ficolded the whimsical aister-in-law. " Everything 
is settled; I have made my will, for it is a 
tremendous journey. Not signed the testament, 
my dear ; that can be done in five minutes at any 
time. I shall leave it in the custody of Gabriel 
Cripps; he is disinterested and safe. I do not 
wish all the world to know that I give Eunice but 
a silver shilling. So far so good ; only the carriage 
has to be ordered. None of your express trains 
for me. I shall travel with post horses, and take 
three days for my journey. What was that you 
fiaid about wanting advice? You will have to 
wait, Anne ; Eunice's business is as much as I 
can manage. Ah ! I see you are dying of curiosity, 
but I shall say no more at present. I leave you 
mistress of the house — ^I put you in charge of 
Gabriel. Make his whiskey and water as weak as 
you can persuade him to drink it ; check him 
when he tries to convince you that he is a gentle- 
man in disguise, or his vanity will cost him his 
senses some day. Nothing shall persuade me; 
not to know one's father's right name, and con- 
sequently one's own, is an advantage, and there- 
fore advertised for in the newspapers. But what 
will you ? Gabriel is shallow pated ; he studies 
ihat rubbish column in the Times daily^ and re- 
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mains a Cripps and a commoner, and lias his nsesy. 
his welcome. I will never turn my back on him* 
In brief, Anne, please yourself and you will please 
me. Ah, what it is to have children ! I don't 
mind. telling you, a fellow goose, *my heart is in. 
my shoes.' '' 



CHAPTER Xni. 

casol's letter. 

DuBiKG two busy days tlie house in Tower 
Street, turned, as Chatters said, " topsy-turvy,'*^ 
resounded with hammering and nailing ; things 
to be put away, things to be taken out — locks and 
arrowroot for the silver, lavender for the linen, 
black pepper and tallow candle for furs and 
flannels. Such a scrimmage and skirmishing and 
providing against accidents Aunt Anne never re- 
membered ; not even when the head of the house 
had taken flight, booty-laden, and the shamed 
women panic-stricken had judged their own 
immediate exodus imperative — a case of "save 
body, goods perish" — the innocent confounded 
with the guilty. Surely three such untravelled 
travellers would neither be easy to find nor start oq 
their journey. Eunice possessed with a craze of 
singing ; Mrs. Chatterson's tongue running away 
with her brains ; Aunt Persis a prey to timorous 
melancholy. Miss Stanisbrough was fain to hide 
her own special trouble ; uncertain what to do 
she simply did nothing, and left events to right 
themselves. 

Her old school-fellow Amy Rowe, now Amy 
Helyar, and a widow^ after years of silence and 
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forgetfulness Bgain sought ^'my dear kind Anne's 
true affection and generous help." 

** Amy is in trouble/' mused Anne ; " I can be 
of use to her, or she thinks so. Would she have 
remembered me else? She does not know, I 
suppose, that my very postage stamps are given to 
me. I am sorry for her son, a dull boy, always 
growing out of his clothes, and, of course, always 
troublesome. Why does he not get a ship? What 
mischief has he fallen into 9 Wants some kind of 
gentlemanly employment, and thinks in this com* 
mercial city with a good word from Mrs. Stanis- 
brough he may find it. I do not understand in 
the least. I shall advise him to stick to the sea ; 
he must be a man now. Perhaps Gabriel Cripps 
could tell me what to do ; but first 1 must see 
Sister Persis really off, then I shall believe in this 
mysterious change of air." 

So the bewildered lady pondered, baffled on all 
sides, but chiefly by the change in Eunice. A 
^rl hitherto so demure, so " biddable/' so tidy, 
without a scrap of vanity, spending her last 
crown in an ivory hand-mirror, and packing 
double-soled boots on the top of that very honey- 
suckle hat she had coaxed Persis into giving her. 

Worse still to fret and fuss over the damage 
done and make a virtue of - her fastidiousness. 

"Sweets to the sweet. Aunt; beauty to the 
i^eautif ul. No, I am not vain, only happy. It is 
4lU so new. I shall soon grow accustomed to 
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myself and my honeysuckles, and shall think no- 
more of either than dear Carol does. The ^ boys * 
are her treasures. My stupid packing is the con- 
sequence of her delightful letter. I shall not get 
another, aunty. I 'have begged her to wait; to 
do nothing slyly against our father's wishes. I 
read and re-read the dear crossed pages, and I 
know them all. Oh, there nerer was such a letter! 
But she will not repeat it ; she will wait. That is 
why she did not write before ; when there was no 
hope of papa she cheated him.*' 

An apple-cheeked old farmer had himself 
delivered the sealed package into Prudence Chat- 
terson's safe hands, shuffling off without so much 
as a '* How is it with your folks 'athin ? ** in his 
loyal anxiety to keep " missy's " little secret. 

What would not Aunt Persis have given to 
know the contents of that lengthy scrawl. She 
controlled herself, scorning to betray her curiosity,, 
and merely asking a few general questions. Could 
she have looked over Eunice's shoulder she might 
have read — 

^''I did ask papa as plainly as I dared> sister 
darling, and he flew into a rage ; so I slipped out 
one morning to the turf house, stole pens, ink, 
and paper from Dorcas, our brother Cliffe, you 
know, and instead of rifle practice I am writing 
yon this true family history. It is a shame that 
we should be strangers^ twin sisters. I felt just 
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:as if you were my double the first time I. read 
joTir dear letter ; the second time it dawned upon 
me that you are really a Duchess. Tartar Tim 
says a ^priggee,' and not one of us but very, 
very good, and proper, and particular. So I mean 
to work hard and cram everything into these big 
•exercise sheets, and never write again without 
permission^ until something happens worth the 
risk of a letter. 

" Are you not a good child ? Curtseys, and thank 
you and if you please, and all that sort of thing. I 
a,m certain of it, and yet I love you dearly. You 
are my twin ; I love your prim, proper, affectionate 
letter. In mammals room we others behave like 
<5ivilized beings for a couple of hours each evening. 
Then away with the mask — * liberty, equality, 
fraternity,' a splendid motto. Do you love music P 
I need not ask, for you are a Boulting. At our 
family concerts we make the * beautifuUest ' noise 
above stairs for the mother's edification, and the 
animals are seen at their best by outsiders, now 
and then admitted. I shall try and make you 
know us, sister mine. I have not one girl friend, 
and though boys are ten times better, they will 
stand no nonsense. 

*' First comes papa, justice of the peace ; he 
never forgets it. Unless he has made a very good 
dinner he is a terror to evil-doers, at home 
and abroad. We are very fond of him ; I am, 
the rest are horribly afraid. Sometimes afber his 
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port wine and walnuts lie comes to mamma's room 
a jolly * King Cole,* poking fun and pinching ears> 
rolling out tlie most glorious bass to ' Mynheer 
Van Dunk* you ever heard. Then we are all 
very happy ; but it does not last, and the boys 
have to be, oh ! so careful. Perhaps you think 
mamma takes their part. No, not if they are in 
ever so great peril. flow shall I describe the 
poor mother ? She is just what you are, I fancy, 
and what I shall never be — a perfect lady. I may 
«old cream my hands and May-dew my nose, and 
mend my dresses, it will deceive nobody, not even 
my Lord Dandy. Carol the madcap, harem-scarem, 
the loyal, not to be gilded over by town-bred 
mothers or daughters. I shall come to that 
grievance presently. Poor mamma is always 
nervous and ailing, and upstairs, else we might 
have been diflPerent. All the best of me I owe to 
her — my education, morals, and manners. For my 
slang and other accomplishments I have to thank 
the boys; such matters must not reach the 
mother's dainty ears. Dear boys and scape- 
graces, noble, good-for-nothing fellows ! My tail 
of ten true followers reduced to six. Our three 
eldest are out in the world : Kit with his regiment, 
Paul on the sea, Dick run away only two months 
ago, without his best clothes or his father's 
blessing, to the Gold Diggings. 

" Dick is our * pioneer,' don't you call it P We 
aU mean to join him some day, having first made 
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the great lionse too hot to hold ub. Dorcas, T 
mean Cliff e^ comes next ; he is the hlack-sheep no 
respectable familj is without. Dorcas has been- 
converted ; we cannot think how. He insists on 
going to Africa to preach to the blacks, and papa 
is mad about it. I believe in him though, and 
lead him a sad life, all for his good ; he must learxi> 
to endure hardships. What a pity he does not 
preach to us savages at home, and jet I cannot 
blame him, for who would listen ? So he reads 
barbarous languages and meditates in the turf 
house, where I now write, and behaves like a 
saint as he is, and my first-rate target. We 
follow him, I, Silkworm or Snowball, papa's pet, 
mamma's daily cross and blister. Eunice, we do 
not know her ; she is Mrs. Stanisbrough's child. 
We none of us dare say Aunt Persis, even in 
thought. A very stubborn, • hard-hearted, grasp- 
ing woman, is she not ? I have always loved and 
pitied you, poor prisoner in a smoky, dirty town. 

" Now for my troop of six, all told, and daring 
scamps. Tartar Tim, best beloved, captain under 
myself; the baddest, bravest boy, the truest 
comrade. Bounce and Bully, twins like ourselves. 
Peter Piper, Qo-to-bed-Tom, and Pincushion^ 
mamma's calf idol. There you have us. For 
baptismal names I should have to copy from the 
big Bible in papa's study, and might be * catched.' 
As for our manner of life, our form of government 
is autocratic, severely absolute ; our laws^ like 
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fhose of the Medes and Persians^ may not be 
altered. Consequently we are rebels, conspira- 
tors, vagrants, jolly enough when not found out or 
when let alone. 

" A common cause binds us together. I will 
never, never give up my merry men; whoever 
thinks that he loves me will have to love my boys, 
my six trusty followers. 

'*Is there anything else you wish to know? 
Ah, yes ! What have I learned P T can catch and 
skin a field-mouse, shoot a magpie and stuff him, 
and bag any number of water rats. We pour the 
water down their holes in the dykes, and when 
they come running up to see what is the matter 
punish their curiosity. I can land a trout, jump 
a ditch, and ride a horse bare-backed, leap him 
too, bridle and saddle him; besides prisoner's 
base, marbles, and cricket I don't know that I 
have any other particular accomplishments. 
Sliding, skating, playing the piano, fiddle and 
Jew's harp are things of course; also darning 
socks, and starching and ironing mamma's lace 
and my own collars and cuffs ; the last, of course, 
I am free to scorch if I choose. A little bit of 
mischief makes labour refreshing; fun is the 
jolUest thing in the world. 

" The boys have a tutor, a scrubby, small man, 
with a girl's face and the heart of a mouse. We 
make him do just what we like, and I never allow 
my troop to torment him as their nature incites 
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them. We call him Goliath, because there is so 
little of him. 

*'Por 'society/ I should hate to be in it. 
Mamma came out, you know, and was a season 
beauty before her marriage. I get the benefit of 
her experiences, and am not quite so ignorant or 
so unrefined as some would-be grand ladies, our 
neighbours, think. When you come back to us, 
Eunice — ah, when I — you will understand how im- 
possible it is to spend hours with such a mother 
daily, and be none the better. I read aloud to 
her — ^history, poetry, fiction. She has taught me 
well; whether I shall ever repay her I cannot 
tell. Our visitors are the mother and daughters 
I told you of, foolish, stuck-up people, who think 
to astonish and snub me. I let them try, and 
take my revenge, and plague them by seeming 
just such a savage simpleton as they imagine. 
The son and brother. Lord Dandy, is more fun ; 
he looks black, gnaws his moustache, and pre- 
tends to go to sleep in the comer, whilst all the 
while watching me from under his haK-closed eye- 
lids. Papa sees the farce, and winks and makes 
stupid jokes, sending me into fever heat. I am 
bound to vex and mislead them. Often I wish 
my true love Mumbo had not gone off in despair 
to make his fortune with Dick in Australia; he was 
almost as nice as Tim, but disobedient and head- 
strong, unpardonable faults in a soldier. When 
he returns with a sack fall of nuggets, he will 
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inarcli into the justice room bold as a lion^ and 
^luand me in marriage. The idea is amusing, I 
laugh and say, * No thank you, I have my boys/ 

^* Before I finish these sisterly confidences I 
must tell you a secret, dear Duchess. If I am 
loved at all I will be loved as papa loves mamma — bb 
my boys love me, as X love my boys. With all 
my faults — ^because of my faults — ^unimproved, 
unpolished, badly dressed, so will I be wooed and 
won, or die a spinster. All or none, the half of 
the feather wiU never satisfy me. Do you re- 
member the peacock and our quarrel, Sissy ? I 
think, I do not know — Love should be blind, Mumbo 
was, aud disobedient and troublesome. T score it 
against him, not the harmless fact that his father 
is poor and only our village doctor. 

" I wonder, have you any theories about such 
matters? I have opened my heart to you, my 
darling, because I feel sometimes as if I must tell 
another girl all my fancies. I ought to be so 
happy here, the roses are blooming, the bees and 
butterflies busy, the rooks caw, the peacock, not 
our old friend, struts on the teii'ace dropping 
treasures I am too old to pick up. You would run 
'after him still perhaps. You always loved the 
shining things, and were never so senseless as to 
pull your pretty toy in pieces that you might be 
sure it was real and no sham. I have fallen into 
a strange mood, and feel as old, and wise, and 
suspicious as a grandmother. We are all sus- 
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picious in this house^ because — ^Heigh^ hof 
strange odours allure me, they are emptying the 
orchard mud pond. We shall get any quantity of 
eels, I must see the sport and share it. Alas I 
alas ! I hear horse hoofs — Lord Dandy coming to 
pay his daily visit; I would rather shock his 
mother and sisters, my boys hate him. I think 
I'll not go to the pond, but * bind my hair ' and 
*lace my bodice blue.' I really am a regular 
gipsy. If anything happens you shall know it; 
at present the wonderful news is I am invited to 
see London, to visit friends of my mother, and of 
Dandy. 

^'Papa chuckles and orders me to accept,, 
mamma, has begged a new dress for me, even 
Cousin Judy is anxious I shall not disgrace the 
•family. » 

"Highly genteel people, she says, to which 
Tartar Tim replies * Humbug ! ' Judy does all our 
dirty work, and is an excellent deaf, shortsighted 
creature ; a paragon of housekeepers. Semember, 
drearest, this long history is for you alone. I love 
you well — ^love me. Ah ! if you could play my 
part ; the gentility aggravates me, I shall surely 
do something rash — good-bye for ages. I sent 
with this a *set' — collar and cuffs of my own 
work ; the embroidery is about as bad as satin 
stitch can be — ^the ironing I am not ashamed of. 
I would never thread a needle except to patch and 
dam for my boys, but mamma insists that it is 
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part of a young lady^s training to cut holes and 
fiewthem np again. The dear old fellow who 
brings yon this parcel will call again next market 
day^ send me a lock of your hair and say whether 
we shall continue our clandestine correspondence. 
I believe I have spelled both those long words 
correctly, so you see I am not a dunce, but rather 
as Lord Dandy himself was graciously pleased to 
say last week, * a lady in embryo.' Once more 
good-bye." 

The hair was sent in a dainty little locket, the 
secret purchase of which exhausted all Eunice's 
reserve fund, and cost her the denial of wearing 
silk gloves instead of French kid, the last being 
an extravagance Mrs. Stanisbrough refused to pay 
for. 

Then the sisterly confidences came to an end 
for an infinite time, Eunice had her own notions 
of honesty and honour ; Carol shrugged ber 
shoulders, explaining the same to Tartar Tim, not 
feeling herself able to combat the boy's scornful 
decision. 

" That Stanisbrough girl is just what I told you, 
Silkworm, an awftd priggee, we are better with- 
out such a sister. Dorcas is bad enough ; a 
couple of saints, ugh ! We would all have to run 
for it as Dick did; not hoodwink the Justice! 
Humbug ! " 

The morning came and the post-chaise ; even 
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Tower Street opened its windows, heads were* 
turned and hurrying feet stayed for a brief gaping 
moment. A postillion in scarlet, and a rainbow- 
coloured, plump lady, oppressed with ostrich 
feathers and hand-bags. The cobbler forgot to 
tap whilst grimly answering Eunice^s radiant 
smile ; the gutter imps raised a feeble shout as 
the carriage drove off leaving Aunt Anne and 
Gabriel Cripps behind with dismal faces. Each 
had good cause for misgiving : well did Gabriel 
know meek Anne's impregnability. Mrs. Stanis- 
brough might be coaxed and flattered, a woman, 
to use his own vulgar expression, " easily gam- 
moned ; " her sister-in-law — ^the poor man heaved ar 
Bigh and went to his daily drudgery. 

Anne, retiring to^the deserted breakfast parlour, 
bethought her of a second letter that morning re- 
ceived, and groaned over its contents. Within a 
week Amy Helyar and the young man Eodney 
would be in Caristowe ; she was expected to find 
them lodgings forthwith in a cheap, and above all, 
f^nteel neighbourhood. And Persis knew nothing, 
had not been consulted, Anne not having found 
time to open the unlooked-for epistle. 

'* She will take it all the more amiss,*' pondered 
Anne, ^' because the blame is her own. Her head 
and hands were fall, mystery means mischief* 
Amy, Bodney, my sister-inJaw, they just use me 
and keep me in the dark. No good will come of 
mch pretences — change of air indeed I Why did 
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she not speak out and saj Flatus Adonis ? My 
mind misgives me ; something ails Gabriel Cripps^ 
and now this Bodney — Eunice is as innocent as a 
lamb. I could have kept her single, a pattern co 
her sex, content with other things. Now Persis 
and the world wiU glory over me— marriage- 
marriage — a woman^s only end and aim and des- 
tiny. I say no— why should not the dear girl 
sacrifice herself to my theory as well as to the ex- 
travagant nostrums of Sister Persis. Gabriel^ 
Bodney, Plutus Adonis — ^three of them against 
me^ and lodgings to be taken without delay ; no 
good will come of it.*' 

What a journey it was in the fresh summer 
morning, in the brilliant noonday, and the glorious 
sunsetting. A time when only to live, to breathe, 
is happiness enough. Leisurely the carriage 
rolled on between unpruned hedges where the 
blue vetch and creamy woodbine climb high, and 
the tender pink of a few late dog roses blushes 
into deeper red beside snowy cups of wild con- 
volvulus. The two elderly women subsiding into 
drowsiness, slept peacefully, leaving Eunice to 
walk up all the hills far ahead, and fill hat and 
hands with posies, which Aunt Persis mindful of 
"my second best mantle," tossed away on the 
first opportunity. 

In the meadows men whet their scythes and 
women rake the scented hay together, piling it 
for the waggons. The travellers dine at a village 
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inn where tlie unlucky chick has to be run down, 
decapitated, and sent smoking to the table in little 
more than an hour. They ate early strawberries 
and clotted cream, served in quaint, beautiful old 
china basins ; they sleep at night deliciously on 
beds of goose down, lavender perfumed. 

Eunice is sorry when the long sandy stretch of 
level land with its glittering sea line boundary an- 
nounces the near vicinity of Bimbeach, a small 
watering place chosen by Mrs. Stanisbrough for 
reasons and expectations known only to herself. 
The lodgings have been secured. Aunt Persia 
and Chatters go to bed with the sun, and devoutly 
hope they may enjoy a good night^s rest. Fresh 
air and quiet, two bewildering blessings, make the 
desired sound sleep doubtful. 

Eunice alone has no wish to rest. Familiar as 
she is with her whimsical aunt's plots and mystery, 
she is yet stirred to the heart's core by some subtle 
pleasure, some vague, ravishing hope. 

All is so beautiful, she herself is beautiful, 
grateful too, her rapture cannot be wrong ; surely 
no — for she would willingly forget if she cannot 
esteem that cowardly, unappreciative sailor lieu- 
tenant. 



CHAPTEE XIV. 

so NEAB AND YET SO FAS. 

Whilst Eunice lived out of doors a delicious 
dream-life. Aunt Persis took her fresh air at the 
mndow, impatiently looking for the return of Mrs. 
Chatterson, sent out every morning to ^^ gather " 
—not shells nor even shrimps, of which in- 
digestible commodity there is great abundance 
at Bimbeach. Where a German band tortures 
musical ears and visitors '* most do congregate,*' 
an arrival list may be seen pasted up in the so- 
called "public rooms." Mrs. Stanisbrough 
thirsted for news, and when day after day the 
nimble servant, spied from afar, shook her head 
on the threshold along with the dry sand from her 
shoes, the mistress found it hard to keep health 
and temper in good condition. 

"Hecometh not — he cometh not," said this 
stout, elderly Marianna. " I am a weary, a weary 
to see that child wasting her good looks and her 
new dresses on nursery maids and schoolboys. 
What can Fate be thinking about P A more suit- 
able match ? Impossible ! Christopher's coveted 
neighbour, wearing the very shoes my shrewd 
brother thought to fit on his own tottering feet. 

He cometh not! A saint might reasonably be 

f 

vexed; I had certain information. How Anne will 
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chnckle and aggravate me with proverbs as old as 
the hills — * count your chickens ' — 'tis just what I 
did, and provided for the hatching my eggs like a 
sensible woman. But Fate is an impostor, a love 
laggard — * He cometh not.' '' 

Did 'Eunice share the disappointment ? She 
gave no sign, but ate her meals in silence and 
vanished, swallowed up by the hot sea fret, hung 
like a silver veil over land and sea, blotting out all 
objects, or transforming them into monstrous and 
magical forms. 

On such a coast, level and brown, did Mary call her 
cattle home, and swept away by the cruel, crawl- 
ing tide, calls them still — " for never hame cam* 
she.'' No such fate befell this foolish, luckier girl, 
though Chatters prophesied it, coming at dusk in 
search of her young lady, her cracked voice 
tinkling through the gauzy mist like a fog bell. 
The poor little woman shivered whenever a swoop 
of white wings and a wailing cry stirred the 
gatherin&r darkness. If Pussy Cat must haunt her 
fn the spirit, she preferred seeing him in busy 
Tower Street. 

*'Tell me it's a bird! I don't see nothing, an' 
T don't wan't to neither." 

Eunice's charmed senses might well serve for 
both. The girl would have liked to wander on 
for ever. Which is sky and which is water? 
Where is the land — ^where the town P Is that a 
stately city rising from the misty deepP Belfry, 
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dome and turret, take solid shape. The towers of 
Camelotr— they lower the drawbridge — ^a gentle 
knight rides forth and brings gentle tidings. 
" What of Prince Perfect, fair sir ? Greets he the 
lovely eyed lady of his choice ? Conies he to kneel 
at her feet with vows of life, loyalty, and service 9 '^ 

The weird horseman grows darker, more sub- 
stantial, and doffs his cap silently as he passes 
Eunice by — 

It is Jake, the postman, on his shaggy beast, 
availing himself of the ebb tides to shorten his 
journey. 

" What is the young miss after, so far out in 
the murk an' bonnetless ? A mermaid by the long 
locks an' white face of her.'* 

So Jake trots away with his message, and Eunice, 
disenchanted, goes home to tea by a circuitous 
road. She finds her aunt in the merriest, blithest 
humour; something has happened, she scarcely 
cares to know what, she is tired of mystery, of 
dreams, and this neutral, grey sea fog, a cheat — a 
delusion. 

**That is not your prettiest dress, my dear," 
objected Mrs. Stanisbrough the next morning. 
** Bun upstairs and change it for the buff ging* 
bam ; and put on your honeysuckle hat, we will 
walk together. I have seen nothing yet — ^you 
shall show me the — ^the lion — ^there is but one — 
you must point him out." 

> Eunice dressed herself indifferently ; aunt and 
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niece went out " bravely *' attired, walking on the 
firm sands with fast reviving spirits. AU was 
bright and real ; brown shore, wet seaweed, tiny 
living creatures rejoicing in the sunlight. On a 
low reef of rocks Mrs. Stanisbrough, quickly tired, 
sat down ; a convenient boulder at her back, her 
gold eye-glasses carefully adjusted. For her the 
receding tide had no charm; her earnest gaze 
fixed on the ugly brick barrack called " The Eoyal 
Hotel/' only wavered when the soft warm air 
gently drew down her eyelids and closed them for 
a few minutes, to her manifest vexation. 

" Sing a little louder, child," commanded the 
baffled watcher. '* I never wanted my eyes worse, 
and so of course they fail me. Let us have the 
words ; something sensible and spirited — ^not that 
lazy crooning — there is nobody to listen, and 
therein lies my grievance." 

** And aye she let the tear down fa' 
For Jock o' Haseldeanl " 

*' The little simpleton ! Young folks should trust 
their old aunts and be patient. Change your ditty. 
Duchess." 

" Woo'd an* married an' a' — ^Tocher an' bavin's sa smaV 

" Yes, yes, that's a deal more to the purpose. I 
am broad awake now, sing your loudest my dear, 
my heart fails me. I see nobody." 

'' Goodness gracious 1 Man — man, begone this 
instant ! Don't you see we are ladies— alone ? 
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Whiting 1 sprats! I want no fish— go— go — I 
haven't a penny. Be off ! I say, be off ! " 

'* Dear, dear me ! He is gone, the bare legged 
vagabond, I have routed him, and broken the 
ivory stick of my parasol. Tt must have been 
your singing Eunice; a very bad habit out of 
doors, I can't think where you learned it; we 
shall have the gang down upon us, we had better 
go home. Such a shocking exhibition ! Now child 
hold your tongue. I know a real fisherman when 
I see him. This impudent fellow was nothing 
half so decent. A gentleman shrimping amongst 
the rocks behind us 9 He might have stayed there 
instead of doffing his hat and laughing in my face 
like an actor. Where were his shoes and stock- 
ings P No wonder your cheeks are rosy. There 
he stands, I declare, in his pool again, knee deep. 
Look away my dear, quick, quick, let us be gone.'* 

" It is Mr. Helyar, aunt," said Eunice, much 
vexed. " Blanche Crocker introduced him to me, 
I am not likely to forget or make a mistake. 
There are not two such men, and oh ! what must 
he think of us? He was shrimping in a woollen 
jersey, he will think *' — 

*'He may think what he pleases,'* replied Mrs. 
Stanisbrough, hiding her chagrin and defending 
herself stoutly. "To appear before expectant 
ladies, and bow and scrape and poke his fish under 
their noses, instead of quietly retiring behind the 
rocks whence he came, and putting on decent 
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apparel. He cannot show himself in the town as 
he did to ns I But the times are altered since I 
was young and had admirers, gentlemen who 
treated me with respect and their best clothes. 
Bare legs I I can't get over it ; still, if you see no 
objection my dear, if it is the modem usage^ from 
which preserve me, and specially your Aunt Anne I 
Well, well, I have played my part. Fate shall do 
the rest, please yourself Eunice ; the ice is brolcen^ 
I may sit still. A gentleman shrimper ! it is mj 
last word.** 

Sunice said nothing, finding it hard to get over 
her mortification. Tower Street and its dis* 
advantages following her everywhere. Should 
she never make good her escape, never find a 
higher, more congenial sphere ? 

She went out again after tea, taking an opposite 
direction, and brooding discontentedly over the 
morning adventure. Aunt Persis^ restored to com- 
placency, waved the lucky child a smiling good- 
bye and prepared for a peaceful nap. Her work 
was done, good woman. Eunice Boulting and 
Godwin Helyar staying in the same place, with 
nothing to do and nobody to interfere — the happy 
result could not be doubtful. Planning, working, 
waiting, and at last rewarded. 

" 'Tis a beautiful thing is destiny," she reflected. 
^'I could not else have continued so sanguine. 
Chatters has discretion, she knows her duty; 
there she trots^ excellent creature, after her young 
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mistress^ as little in the way as a dog. I may 
sleep till tea time." 

Eunice, wandering on, found a linge piece of 
timber cast np by a former tide ; sitting down she 
looked seaward, attracted by the big black hull of 
some shipwrecked vessel, against which the waves 
dashed thundering, ofben making a clean sweep 
over the bulky mass. At low water she had more 
than once ventured out to this wreck, left almost 
dry and abandoned by the owners to the sun and 
sea, to be broken up for firewood. Now in the 
evening light with a stormy sky and rising wind, 
the timbers rent and torn, had a curious fascina- 
tion for her. Wreathed about with spray, every 
beam and spar took fearful shape. A skeleton 
crew of frozen mariners, each at his post dumb 
and stark — 

They stand together on the deck, 
For a chamel dungeon fitter. 

Hideous cracks, gaping wide, gave free passage 
to the rushing waters; in an bour the highest 
plank will be covered and the sea, always tireless, 
always victorious, will have its own. A curious 
growth of seaweed in the crevices, floated on 
the engulfing waves like the sodden locks of 
a drowned and jammed in corpse; the horrible 
delusion is perfect, most fascinating. 

Eunice abstracted, and very much in her element, 
began to croon again, this time the "Ancient 
Mariner.'' Chatters was not even in sight and 
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hated "that unket old thing," as her joxmg 
lady very well knew. To sit so near the doomed 
vessel looking and listening, was just a " tempting 
of Providence an' sperrits.'' Yet Eunice seemed 
to hear a woman's distressed cry between the 
heavy surge of each crested wave. She rose to 
her feet ; the fast fading daylight showed her 
nothing but that dark rotten mass of timber, 
black in the midst of a snow white surf. Onward 
it comes and spreads ; she fled before it, reaching 
some low sand hills with wet boots, and stopping 
to recover breath. Something the sea has brought 
with it. Two shadowy figures, shapeless in the 
twilight, draw nearer and pass her by so closely 
that the dripping garments of the girl, sprinkle^ 
Eunice's face as the wind lifts and dries them. A 
fair head, hatless and bent very low, is all the 
startled watcher can see ; for the girPs companion^ 
a man, has his arms folded about the poor little 
thing, and half carries her, whispering the 
tenderest, sweetest words, kissing the flaxen rings 
of hair curled like tendrils ; caressing the white 
trembling hands, stilling the last faint sob to a 
sigh of childish content and half articulate 
laughter. 

His face is plain, too plain for Eunice's happi- 
ness. 

It is Prince Perfect — ^Godwin Helyar — he who 
was to have given her wings, her heart's desire ;. 
her aunt's Plutus Adonis, her own " somebody 
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wHo can make me somebody*' the friend to 
whom she is so deeply indebted, whom she can 
never quite put out of her thoughts, her interest. 

Hand in hand the pair disappear from her sight ; 
the child, she scarcely looks more, has withdrawn 
herself a little, but her eyes, no longer downcast, 
say all her lover most wishes to hear. Eunice's 
own heart tells her so, the &:atherin£f darkness is 
pitiful, she cannot sel, she wishes Lno better 
assurance. Her dream is at an end, she has been 
rudely awakened, and in the first strange dis- 
comfort, a mingling of shame and sorrow, she 
longs to be back in Tower Street. The cobbler's 
grimy face, the sordid rattle and rush — ^these 
are strengthening. Amongst these prosaic sounds 
and sights she must and can, begin afresh. 

Burning with impatience she left her hillock, 
and plunged ankle deep into a pool of salt water. 

" Lackadaisy I you will catch your death o* 
cold,'' scolded Chatters, arriving just in time to 
see the catastrophe. ''A mustard bath, missy, 
scalding hot." 

" My pretty new boots are ruined," cried Eunice 
in despair. " The whole world is against me ; but 
I will succeed yet. Bruce got out of prison at last, 
and so will I." 

" Prison ! " echoed the puzzled servant, " pond, 
my dear Miss Nisie — mud pool. There's a many 
such wet blankets in this trumpery place, folks 
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can't sleep at night for 'em. You should ha' seen 
the pair o' drowned rats I run into three minutes 
agone, not a dry thread about 'em, an' as comfort- 
able as turtle doves. Sweethearts blindfolded, 
an' wet to the skin, "lis a wonderful mystery is 
true love, an' a pity that it don't outlast a year o' 
marriage ; leastways, such is my poor experience. 
There's nought like duty for wear an' tear ; con- 
science clear, an' heart honest. You shall have the 
mustard, missy." 

** Fm certain sure, ma'am — 'tis a f ack, you may 
depend," said Chatters that same evening, waiting 
on her mistress and telling her melancholy tale. 
** I just stepped out to prepare Miss Eunice's bath, 
she being deluded by the tide, an' dismally took in. 
One of the gentlefolk's town vallets spoke of it to a 
young woman he walks with, which is a thing I'd 
scorn to do— publish private family concerns in 
market places. I don't call such gabblers servants. 
But this Mr. Helyar, he's comed to Bimbeach just 
to forgather with that 'dentical London miss, an' 
settle the banns. Moreover, I've the witness of 
my owD. two eyes — ^this very night I run against 
^em both, hitched up arm-in-arm, so as- nobody 
<50uldn't deny it, wet through, an' so happy as 
ducks. ^Tis a settled fack, tho' I couldn't see 
their faces, 'tis true." 

At breakfast the next morning Mrs. Stanis- 
brough appeared with faded cheeks and dim eyes. 

'^A crick in my neck, child," she groaned. 
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^^ Chatters is answerable, and could tell yon what 
it means. We leave Birnbeach to-morrow. I 
shall never get the better of the ache till I see 
Tower Street. Write to your Aunt Anne, and de- 
sire her to send Gabriel Cripps with a fly at the 
Terminus. Eunice, I long to smell Caristowe 
smoke ; I shall risk my life willingly by the slow 
train ; Birnbeach is killing me." 

How diflferent the return journey — change of 
weather, rain, ill-temper. Eunice bore with her 
aunt's captious mood patiently; her own self- 
humiliation was so complete and crushing. On 
the windy beach she said farewell to romance and 
castle-building, to Prince Perfect and summer 
weather. 

With all her heart she wished him happiness, a 
fuU life, and, turning for a last look at the battered 
wreck stranded now, rejoiced to see two figures 
seated aloft on one of the highest spars. Flaxen 
locks blowing, a red rose dress, a white scarf 
streaming in the breeze. 

Had she known that the happy girl held there 
secure and safe, was her dear twin sister Carol, 
would her own disappointment have rankled less P 
Love kills self. Eunice was as yet a learner. 
There are dull pupils who cannot, and perverse 
ones who will not, learn their lessons. *' To whom 
much is given, of him much shall be required.'' 
^* So near and yet so far." On the whole things are 
pretty evenly balanced. These sisters, returning 
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each to Iter home, were alike secretly tinliappy. 
troubles, real or fancied, clouded the sky so sunny 
at Bimbeach, so magically veiled with silver : ^ 
shining, not a chilly haze, vexing bones and 
marrow. 

After deadly peril^ as she for the moment be- 
Keved, Carol Boulting had shown all her heart to 
the rescuer who came so opportunely ; wading un- 
seen, breast high, through the foaming surf to 
<tory her off, his own at last, his promised wife. 

w 

' It was all delightful, too delightful to stand the 
test of common sense, boy's, sense, a father's in- 
cautious glorification, her own pride, and a seeming 
paradox — her humility. 

" I have promised — I love you dearly, Godwin,** 
said the tamed madcap seriously, ** but— there are 
—you niust let me have my own way. Tour 
mother does not like me ; I am quite different from 
your sisters, and I do not mean to change. Away 
from my home, from my boys, with these London 
strangers, I have tried to feel and behave like 
olh^r people. It won't last. I warn you I am a 
gipsy at heart, and — ^Paradyse frightens me. I 
love you, not it. I know what everybody will say. 
I know that your choice will be blamed. If you 
should repent — if you should some day wish me 
otherwise, see a worthier — Oh ! Godwin, I could 
not bear it. I am very much afraid. I love you 
s6 well that I want you to be happy. Whenever 
I g^ve my heart, I want the people to be happy; 
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ihat is why the dear boys are snch tymiuti 
such *' — 

" Such intolerable bullies — a nuisance/' he 
thought, filling up the girPs pause, and then being 
only half a hypocrite and really in love, silencing 
her with caresses. 

"What I wish to say is this,'* she went on 
resolutely. '^ I am not sure of you, not sure that 
you love me with all my faults and failings, just 
as I am — ^me — ^me — Carol, better than any grand 
lady in the wide world. I am not so silly as I 
seem ; I like fun, but, in short, dearest Godwin, 
I insist upon it, that you consider yourself free,, 
that all this shall be kept between ourselves, my 
father and mother, till — till — ^I am satisfied." 

** And you put no limit to my probation ? *' he 
asked in some disgust. " It depends on my good 
behaviour." 

"No, no, on mine," she told him laughing and 
wondrously relieved* 

A wild creature of the woods, new to life and 
liberty, is in no hurry to try even a gilded cage. 

Grodwin Helyar expostulated in vain, and yielded 
perforce ; he was not accustomed to opposition, 
and, to say the truth, had expected a glad submis* 
sion after the first natural coyness. Wonder and 
respect did not make his love the less, but rather 
deepened it; for a lazy man he was unusually per- 
sistent, only how long would the exultation last^. 
Sustained efEort costs trouble, self-denial; 
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favourites of fortune, ease-loving natures, shrink 
from such vexing discipline. Happily few girls of 
seventeen have fixed principles; caprice is quite 
another matter, unstable as the beloved woman 
herself. He waited with tolerable grace. 

"And you believe that Lord Dandy saved you 
from drowning ? '' sneered Tartar Tim, bent on his 
rival's overthrow. "What bosh! I heard him 
tell the Justice a very different story. If you had 
just held on to your perch. Silkworm, instead of 
screeching like a girl, you might have walked 
ashore dryshod the next morning. I didn't think 
you were a funk, nor so easy to gull. Dandy had 
his own ends to serve, and I hate him. You be- 
long to us ; are you going to turn deserter ? " 

" No, Tim,*' she answered warmly ; " wait and 
you will see." But with her favourite brother's 
words came doubts and misgivings. She would 
keep her resolution, be her true self, and put all 
possible plotters to the proof, cost what it might. 
Afterwards^ reformation and happiness. 

Meantime Eunice and Aunt Persis, borne rapidly 
onward, reached the Tower Street Station whilst 
Carol was yet in London and well out of harm's 
way — " the dear boys." 

" Mrs. Stanisbrough ? " — 

A man's voice making inquiry. 

"It is Gabriel," said the weary woman; "he 
-will miss us; open the door^ Eunice, and show 
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yourself. Gaslight is so confusing. Yonder, 
child^ make haste/' 

Eunice, tired and weary, did as she was bid, 
and so, holding out a welcoming hand, came face 
to face with her enemy— that shabby sailor 
Lieutenant she had never been charitably able to 
forget — Eodney Helyar. 



CHAPTER XV. 

P£AOE OB WAB? 

Shabby in a figurative sense only when last she 
met him — this evening — the startled girl instinc- 
tively drew back her hand, all her worst prejudices 
confirmed. It was the sailor certainly ; the tall, 
slouching figure, the fair, disordered head, the 
steady self-possession could not be mistaken. 
Possibly a Cceur de Lion, though a homely one in. 
naval undress, in these shore clothes of very 
. questionable cut ; a commoner, a nobody, 

Eunice's thoughts, not difficult to read, justified 
her coldness ; the Lieutenant looked at her for a 
moment quietly, and then made himself known, 
somewhat awkwardly, to Mrs. Stanisbrough. 

" Mr. Cripps had been prevented coming, and 
Miss Stanisbrough thought he, Eodney Helyar, 
might be of use to the ladies.*' 

Having said which the young fellow bowed and 
stood idle. Was the sparkle in his eyes a flash of 
fun or anger? Eunice credited the clumsy novice 
with ill-temper, and hastened to his help, con- 
science-smitten. If one cannot unfortunately 
love the undeserving, one may and must act a kind 
and Christian part, always taking care to let our 
charity appear. Nevertheless that Aunt Persy's 
beetles were not sent flying off westward, wag 
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^entirelj due to nimble, iivide-awake Mrs. Chatter* 
son. Somehow or other bag^ haggage^ and 
travellers got housed safely; then the three 
women shut themselves up and breathed freelj. 

" So the young man is your friend, Anne/' said 
Mrs. Stanisbrough. *' You ought to have told me. 
What do you say? I turned a deaf ear; the 
better for me, goose ; the better for me and Eunice 
if I had. Hauled from place to pillar, as Chatters 
fitly says, at my time of life, and all for nothing. 
Fate is an impostor! I wash my hands of the 
whole concern. I wish to hear no more news, but 
another name for falsehood. I have warned 
Prudence, I warn you all — keep your Adonises to 
yourselves. I'll not hear a word. I'll neither 
make nor meddle, nor open trumpery letters. I 
have done." 

^^Much the best, my dear sister, much the 
best," assented Anne, complacently. "Practice 
what you preach." 

"Never!" cried the other indignantly. "I 
know my oWn mind and the child's business. I 
am not going to satisfy dull folks or itching ears. 
Hold your tongues, everybody ; the sea has salted 
and pickled me; find a remedy, Anne, or you will 
all have a sorry time of it. I declare I've a mind 
to play whist with dummy in broad daylight 
these summer evenings are intolerable." 

Mrs. Stanisbrough sat in the full glare of the 
western sunlight, her fat hands folded in her lap. 
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her round face wofdllj puckered. Marvellously 
changed for the worse by that unlucky change of 
air, and inclined to quarrel with the world at large ; 
first for misleading, next for not having prevented 
her fruitless expedition. 

" A pretty pair,*' she went on presently ; " your 
new comers, Anne. Mother and son, neither use- 
ful nor ornamental. So Gabriel has got the young 
fellow something to do, writing and copying foreign, 
letters? Mark my words, your Rodney will never 
set the Thames on fire. He should have stuck to 
his ship ; *tis easy to see he is not worth his salt 
as a landsman. A wooden image — ^the very limbs 
of him seem asleep ; and you tell me he can run 
up the ropes — let him do it again— exercise will 
be the saving of his wits — he looks half foolish.'* 

" He is nothing of the sort," declared Anne 
warmly. *' I don'fc like to ask inconvenient ques- 
tions. All I know is that the poor liad cannot get 
a ship for three years, which he says means his^ 
lifetime ; and he is bound to support his mother. 
Not a bad woman, Persis, and yet as mischievous 
in her degree. She cannot even knit her boy's 
stockings, he takes an extra length. I don't know 
that she can do a single thing in the world well, 
except play backgammon." 

Persis reflected, Anne sighed, plying her own 
knitting needles industriously. 

" 'Tis an excellent idea," said Mrs. Stanisbrough 
briskly. " Let them come here twice a week, save- 
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their own tea and toast ; you say they are miser- 
ably poor — and amuse me. Invite them, Anne, 
mother and son. Make them understand that 
wise folks never say me no. I can mar or make 
that young man in a small way, which is all he 
has any chance of /^ 

** But, my dear Persis," objected Anne doubt- 
fully, " I don't think the thing is feasible. Amy 
Helyar never puts foot to the ground out of doors, 
and a carriage cannot be thought of. Then have 
you considered ? Eunice ? You would not like it. 
Propinquity of situation ! No, no, the idea sounds 
feasible, but it is not." 

'^ Propinquity of feasible fiddlesticks ! " cried 
Persis in great excitement. " Goose, goose, when 
will you talk English ? Eunice ! I should not 
like your absurd ^ it,' if such foolishness were pos- 
sible. The girl knows better, so does Pate. The 
reddest rose, the whitest lily, our Duchess always 
chose, and you fancy she would look at your 
lanky, poverty-stricken sailor P A man in disgrace^ 
all legs and arms, a sloucher, a shufier, bound to 
stick fast in the mud, and never so much a& 
grumble. For shame, sister; for shame. Make 
mother and son come immediately. Eunice knows 
my mind ; she will obey ; she will use her own. I 
must say for a modest spinster you are very im- 
modest. Sister Anne. Propinquity! Such pro- 
pinquities ought not to be hinted at. Mrs. Helyar 
can be of use to me; a feasible answer to all ob- 
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jections. Are you convinced P Then put on jour 
bonnet and go to Unity Street." 

Anne stroked her nose, held to her opinion, 
blushed at her indiscretion, a youthful habit not 
foi^otten, and went. 

After a good deal of talk the invitation or com-* 
mand waB accepted. 

"You are such a dull companion, Rodney," 
lamented the pretty plaintive mother. "Eylet 
had more to say for herself; but Eylet is gone, and 
I must submit to my hard lot, for my brougham 
went with her, my brougham and all my com- 
forts.'' 

" I will make it up to you, mother dear," he 
said simply ; " only trust me, and give me time to 
learn my parts of speech. Ton would like to 
know and visit these Stanisbroughs 9 Then yon 
shall. For myself I could do very well without 
them; they are not my sort of people, not like 
jou, mother, or even the dear Doctor. All tha 
same, get out your nicest cap ; I like you to look 
your very best, and ask me no questions, we will 

go." 

Punctually to the hour she found herself in a 
Bath chair, well under cover, cloaked and hooded, 
drawn through the quieter streets by a strong, 
steady man. With her veil dovni, and her eyes 
half closed, to avoid the shabby sights and the 
falling smuts, it was some weeks before the spoiled 
mother discovered that ^^ my driver Benjamin 
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as she called him in fond remembrance of the 
season brougham, was no other than Bodnej him* 
self. A beast of burden, a dog-trotting chairman^ 
how could she thank him? She shed tears in- 
stead, and even, for one miserable moment, de- 
clared she would rather spend her evenings at 
home. But the comfortable, if humble coach, ar- 
ri7ed, and she stepped into it, elate with the con- 
sciousness that the lowlj deserve exaltation, and 
are promised it in due time. Her son's senior by 
twenty years only, youthful in face and figure. 
Amy Helyar's mind early came to a standstill ; 
ihe best that could be said of her was, '^ she has 
never grown up." The type of character being a 
novelty in Tower Street, met with indulgence 
and a trifle of appreciation. Well did the aunts 
understand that things too pretty for use must be 
taken care of, wrapped in tissue paper, and aii^d 
only on special occasions. Mrs. Helyar as an 
invalid was privileged. 

Mrs. Stanisbrough's evenings proved a real suc- 
cess. Even Gabriel Cripps put on his best coat 
skid manners, drank with a grimace sherry instead 
of whiskey, and finally, at the gentle visitor's 
flattering request, brought his violoncello, and ac- 
companied Eunice with much tuning and scraping, 
tweedle-dum and tweedle-dee; whilst the two 
married ladies won and lost alternately at the 
backgammon-board, and Eodney, of no use in a 
drawing-room, sulked in his comer. 
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" One of the wooden arm-chairs, Anne/* ordered 
Persia, *^ my heart is in my mouth to hear the 
crack and snap of my poor furniture. Such long 
legs, and his double-soled boots ; how muddy on a 
wet night. Only once or twice, the patent 
leathers forgotten — ^young people bad memories. 
Idle excuses ; he might wear goloshes. Objects to 
them do you say? Very strange. Eunice does 
the same. They are ugly forsooth. A woman's 
reason, scarcely a man's. The young fellow is 
neat, if not fashionable : one can see he has lired 
on board ship. Lay the sheepskin mat in front of 
his chair, and beg him to keep in one place if he 
can. 'Tis a real misfortune to be so big, so use- 
less and restless. Why doesn't he learn the 
fiddle? When candlelight comes I shall want 
Gabriel. In the heyday of his youth, and a 
cumberer of the ground, let him learn the 
fiddle 1 '' 

Apparently the young man had no taste for 
music ; he never applauded the performance, and 
when driven rampant by long hours of sitting still, 
absently found a remedy ; making a quarter-deck 
of the drawing-room floor, dark and deserted at 
the lower end, except where the grand piano stood 
flanked by piles of music, and lighted with old- 
fashioned branch candlesticks of bronze, each con- 
taining a single modest taper. Aunt Persy's 
notions were antiquated and also thrifty. She 
played her own game in the twilight, and led the- 
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conversation with folded hands, when to see her 
adversary's move was no longer possible. At the 
proper hour supper would be announced, and the 
musicians silenced. Eodney, pacing up and down, 
always looked for an instant over the side of his 
imaginary vessel, the bulky piano, and saw the 
clear shining, not of water, but of eyes — Eunice's 
half contemptuous, half pitiful glance. 

She knew very well from the first who drew 
Mrs. Helyar's Bath chair, preferring such menial 
labour and the mud to manly action, a fierce 
struggle with fortune and circumstances. She 
knew and drew comparisons ; two men of the same 
name distantly related Aunt Anne thought, yet 
how different. Resignation may be a virtue at 
seventy — ^may be — Eunice said, that a man at least, 
should die in harness. And her prejudice, extend- 
ing to the dainty little mother, grew stronger day 
by day, though she was courteous and studiously 
polite. She even softened towards her old aver- 
sion Gabriel Cripps, smiling at his compliments 
and good-natured impertinence in a way which 
made the dull, perambulating sailor growl under 
cover of the distance and darkness. 

Persis, keener eyed than Anne, marked the un- 
spoken antagonism between these two young 
folks, glorifying herself and her wisdom. ^^ Meet- 
ing twice a week and no better acquainted than on 
the first evening." 

"Tour Eodney is just what I told you, Anne," 
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she affirmed. *' A mother's boy, a big figure- 
head. Heaven preserve our Duchess from such a^ 
donkey ! *' 

" Good sons make good husbands, sister," re- 
plied Anne gravely. " My thoughts are my own if . 
you will not let me speak them. Enough; I 
can't contend.'* 

*'And pray what are you doing now, goose ?'^ 
asked Mrs. Stanisbrough cheerfully. "I have 
scolded you too many years, my dear, you don't 
feel the smart ; my pleasure is spoiled. I wonder 
if I could turn this Eodney to good account ; 'tis 
the salt of my life, a little opposition. I am not 
afraid for Eunice; see how she is hnmouring- 
Qubriel — the man talks more wildly than ever. I 
can't guess what he is aiming it. When the skies 
fall our friend Gabriel may find himself in my 
good books. Plutus Adonis, never ! never ! I 
really think he lives in expectation of some such 
impossible godsend. 'Twill be * Humpty-Dumpty 
on the wall' with both men, Anne, sooner or 
later." 

The dog days came and Eunice's studious en- 
thusiasm cooled in proportion to the heat of her 
lofty chamber. A dolce far nierUe stole away the 
sultry hours ; in so melting a mood it was hard to 
think at all, her malice and hatred needed the 
stimulus of winter weather. But for his too 
evident indifference she might have made over- 
tures of peace, and treated her enemy with 
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generous forbearance. Neither cold nor hot-* 
most detestable of tempers when the thermometer 
stands at 70^ in the shade. 

So the flagging girl, whilst allowing her heart 
to soften, still said, with ejes and moutli meeting 
Eodney's vacant gaze, " T think badly of you." 

" She is right,'' he told himself. « What am I 
but a dumb dog ? A poor paralytic, clogged and 
benumbed. Such cripples never get the use of 
their limbs, and after a while cease to remember 
the days of running and wrestling. My promise 
is kept : the mother wants for nothing, and leans 
upon me more tenderly than ever. I have never 
yet broken my word. Miss Eunice Stanisbrough, 
nor turned from my settled purpose. We were 
not made for harmony, you and I, only for attrac- 
tion. I love your face, I can force you to look 
at mine. I can punch friend Cripps's head, and 
shall certainly do it some day if he does not 
behave himself. Very good to look at are you. 
Mademoiselle Virginia, and that is all. Your 
book must be returned. Virginia's part is not 
the role you can or would play. If I ever marry 
it shall be a girl with more heart than head : a 
woman who needs me— my care, my love, my life. 
What folly ! I belong to my mother ; I have not 
^ven an untarnished name to offer — I never shall 
have. And others prosper ; others have riches 
in possession, and will leave their substance to 
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their babes, untroubled. For why P Mischance- 
is not murder, nor a fit of apoplexy manslaughter. 
Blessings on you Farmer John ; I am an ass ta 
rake up the past, to stir myself, to look at that 
girPs lovely accusing eyes. Take your daily wage, 
Bodney Helyar, eat, drink, sleep, and — * think 
upon nothing ; ' the life of a beast, and a happj^ 
one." 

He did his best to keep the resolution, and 
succeeded fairly. Only at rare intervals Eunice'ff 
large brown eyes, serious or pitiful, roused him 
to self-communing and incipient rebellion. An 
instinct of danger warned him, yet he looked 
again ; perhaps, as the countenance is the index 
of the soul, to assure himself that an exception 
does but prove the rule. 

"Nothing ill can dwell in such a temple.'*' 
Yes, pride, ignorance, self-consciousness, at war 
with generosity, sincerity, tnith. Sometimes^, 
nay always, in such a strife what is peace but the 
worst misfortune ? If the beautiful face is to grow^ 
more beautiful, the battle must be fought out to 
the end ; let us hope with success, since " G-od 
defends the right." 

" You have a headache. Aunt Anne. Then T 
shall try and reach the gardens alone,'' said 
Eunice. - *• I can go through the square. Within 
doors the heat is unbearable. I pass Mrs» 
Helyar's door, and can take the parcel you spoke 
of. Oh, it is no trouble ; I like to see her f oreiga 
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treasures, all brought by her son. No wonder 
she prizes them. The only pity is he will bring 
no more/* 

** Persis," observed Miss Stanipbrough as soon: 
as Eanice had left the room, " it is my duty to 
speak. There will be a catastrophe. I can knit 
without looking. I see many things ; yes, and 
hear too. Gabriel's fiddle — sum-sum-sum; 'tis as 
big as myself. fiodney's face — ^two of them, my 
dear sister, witless and poor; and Eunice so 
innocent, so wishful to carry my parcel. There 
will be a catastrophe.'* 

"When the skies fall," laughed Mrs. Stanis- 
brough, as once before silencing her wiser sister- 
in-law. 

But for destiny and Plutus Adonis, she might 
hare taken the alarm ; as it was she merely re** 
solved to stir the pie a little. Alderman Griffiths 
had a son lately returned from China. Yellow in 
skin and pocket, an honourable man, conversant 
with half-a-dozen strange tongues. Eunice still 
hankered after professors. Aunt Persis, consider- 
ing the matter, determined to give an evening 
party. It would cost her an effort, but there was 
no hurry. On the Duchess's eighteenth birth- 
day the sacrifice should be made and the intro- 
duction. 

Eunice, book in hand, pursued her way till a 
drove of cattle from the market sent her for 
refuge within an ancient archway, not far from 
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her aunt's house. The passage, dark and cool, 
invited her ; she followed it, and soon, through a 
wicket, came into an old disused burial ground, 
surrounded by buildings and full of mouldering 
gravestones and dusty cypress trees. A thorough- 
fare led through the place, passing by the roomy 
porch of an alms house, in front of which a 
dapper little man, quaintly dressed and liberally 
*' buttoned," was at work clipping the grass and 
shrubs. Eunice knew him for a pensioner of her 
aunt's, and gladly accepted his invitation to sit in 
the shade a while. She had no parcel to take 
her farther ; the quiet charmed her. Tears ago 
the church belonging to this God's acre had 
been burned down ; only the long line of alms- 
house buildings remained a boundary on two 
sides, the other two being occupied by many- 
windowed factories. 

Within the porch were stone benches and tables, 
Eunice, having once enjoyed the retreat, came 
again and again. Buried in her books, with Mes- 
chech not far distant, she ceased to hear occasional 
footsteps and voices, till one evening a masculine 
** Hullo ! '' close beside her, sent her rolling with 
a start from her narrow seat on to the pave- 
ment ; books, papers, and shawls atop of her. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

AMOKaST THE TOMBS. 

• 

It certainly was not old Meschecli who picked the 
lady up as lightly as though she had been a bundle 
of Shetland wool, and set her on the stone bench, 
entangled in a white web of Aunt Anne's knitting. 
Yet the bedesman, and none other, stood beside her 
when free at last, she shook back her loosened hair 
and cleared her puzzled eyes. All her books and 
papers strewing the floor, and amongst them a 
familiar gilded volume, the shining Mademoiselle 
staring her in the face. 

*' My lost 'Paul et Virginie,* " she cried. " Where 
did it come from P " 

Meschech's sly chuckle answered her question 
and directed her wondering eyes. From beneatk 
the shadow of a neighbouring yew tree Rodney 
Helyar stepped forth ready to be challenged, stand- 
ing certainly " not at ease," but with uncovered 
head before her. 

" It is you," said Eunice, waiting his apology 
in vain, *'I thought the place was my own and 
Meschech's — ^I am going." 

The doleful voice betrayed an almost childisk 
vexation. 

" No, indeed," he replied, smiling. " You will 
fitay, simply because I am going myself. You 
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come here to be alone, to be idle ; so do L I 
wonder we have never stumbled against one 
another before. The sun is still hot, the narrow 
streets are like ovens. Oblige me by remaining in 
this pleasant shade — ^I will go.*' 

Eunice shook her head impatiently. 

^^ One of us must be baked, Mr. Helyar, and I 
am the right person." 

"I dispute it, Miss Stanisbrough ; give me a 



reason." 



^^ Because I don't mind disagreeables and yoa 
do.'» 

"How can you know that?'' demanded the 
young man, taken unawares and warming to the 
contest. *^ Prove your words, mademoiselle, or 
stay where you are, I give you the choice." 

Eunice hesitated : she was half inclined to 
accept his challenge, to tell him plainly the result 
of her close observation ; her disappointment, her 
pity, akin to contempt. But her beating heart 
and rising colour counselled forbearance. 

''One has only to look in your face — ^now — 
fl^lways," she said. " Please to let me pass." 

" Not yet," he told her. " Ton lov« justice and 
plain speaking — never mind civility and that sort 
of thing. I mean, don't spare me. I hate polite- 
ness, so far we agree — ^that is, I am very sorry — 
to seem rude. Now, mademoiselle, if you please, 
five minutes ago what did this aggravating face of 
mine say to annoy you P 



*> 
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" Five minutes ago ! " she answered, delibera- 
tely "You said to yourself, * Hullo! what a 
nuisance — eyerywhere this disagreeable girl — she 
has taken possession of my snug quarters, I am 
done for, no more pretence of work. I'll have to 
study or broil-«-one about as bad as the other. 
What a pleasant world it would be were there no 
women to wake a poor fellow up, and move him 
«on.' There, Mr. Helyar ! Tou would have it. I 
could go on, but I would rather not. Let me 
pass.^' 

" It is true," he confessed, with comic serious- 
ness, " but you surely would not condemn me for 
an instinct, an impulse ? Perhaps I also could re- 
taliate ; voices are more easy to interpret than 
faces. My day's drudgery is .over, I have nothing 
to do,- and I come here to sulk or sleep, as may 
happen. Either would be impossible after having 
turned a lady out. I am not a wooden image, but 
vulnerable in one or two places. Yes, made- 
moiselle, this stone parlour is cool and pleasant, 
it is also big enough to hold us both. Since we 
neither of us intend to capitulate, suppose we 
divide the contested territory ; half to each, all 
xights to be respected. I will promise not to 
speak a word or even look at you without pernoiso 
sion. Meschech is witness ; the old man has 
been cudgelling his brains to understand us. 
Come here^ Meschech I Does your big porch hold 
two at a pinch ? '^ 
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Sir ! but you 'm fond of a joke like — ^so be I—* 
'tis just my own words to missy herself 'gen she'll 
look back a bit. *Two is better than one/ as 
came true Miss Nisie. Tour pardon gentlefolks 
both. If 'tis put to the proof o^ speech, I can 
pretty well guess whose duty 'twill be to turn 
out. My wife learned me a many things in her 
life time, bless her an' rest her bones ? We 'm a' 
ungrateful lot, the best of us, young ladies an** 
such like ; your servant, sir, an' missy, whenever 
wanted." 

Eunice, seated at her stone table, did not reply. 
If she must submit she preferred yielding grace- 
fully ; a Latin exercise absorbed all her interest* 
The conditions of peace were kept ; not so much 
as a yawn from Rodney's comer disturbed her 
studious quiet. Most likely the sailor sl^pt ; his 
hands were folded, his head was bent, when after 
a while she gathered her books together, warned 
by the chimes that the tea hour had arrived and 
her leave of absence was over. 

" This book is yours," said Rodney, arresting 
her in the graveyard and producing **Paul et 
Virginie.^' " Y*ou left it in the railway carriage, 
and now on the floor. I picked it up and have 
often wished to return it— no— for I find it useful,, 
and — and — the opportunity seemed wanting. Take 
it now " — 

Eunice looked at the well-worn volume, once so 
dainty, with no pleasant recollections. 



AHOKaST THE TOMBS. 20t 

"If it is of use to you pray keep it/^ she told 
him indifferently, '^ it has no value for me now — I 
fancy I am no longer a schoolgirl ; ^' this, a little 
defiantly. 

*' And you will bring your books to Meschech^s 
porch again?" he said. **It is a compact — I put 
faith in you." 

She inclined her head and went quickly down 
the vaulted passage. The Lieutenant, well pleased, 
returning to idleness and the old almsman. 

" Don't you never say die, sir, not to one of 'em, 
bless their sweet pretty faces ! '' counselled the old 
fellow merrily. " They loves those as give 'em na 
quarter ; 'tis nature-like, an' miraklus. Missy she 
can't abide a poor spirit. Eh ! what a difp'rence it 
do make, three score ten an' rheumatics. Do'ee 
stand up for yourself, young gentleman, an' you'll 
get the best on't, my word will you." 

So it came to pass that the two friends, or 
enemies, met often in Meschech's garden of tombs, 
and little by little grew at home and comfortable 
in each other's society. By-and-bye Eunice, as 
the almsman had prophesied, broke the enjomed 
silence, and, the barrier once burst, a stream of talk 
flowed on, not always smoothly. 

"I suppose you learned something at school,. 
Mr. Helyar ? Tou had to bestir yourself whether 
you Uked it or not, then? Latin, modem lan» 
gnages — In class, it takes the hardest work to 
be a dunce." 
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^^ Therefore I am not one^ thank jou. Nothing^ 
for nothing, what can I give you in return ? '^ 

^^ A little help in this translation/^ she con- 
fessed; ^^it has baffled me for days. I am 
miserable when beaten. I must succeed.'' 

" Greek ! " he eiclaimed in surprise, coming to 
her side and taking up her exercise paper. " What 
does a girl want with such things 9 What good 
will success do you ? " 

" All success does good to one's self or others/^ 
affirmed Eunice sententiously. '^I am not a 
cabbage ; I must lire, and not simply vegetate. In 
Tower Street the question is hardly of vegetation 
— at least, for me ; it is life or death — ^to be some- 
body or nobody. I will never accept the last. I 
leave stagnation to my friends. I mean to 
Bucceed." 

" In what P " he asked, much puzzled. " Latin, 
Italian, German, and the Greek Testament? It 
is absurd ! " 

" You think so, of course,'' retorted Eunice, too 
indignant for discretion. ^' You are not likely to 
understand Aunt Persy's Fate, Aunt Anne's Other 
Things. I was brought up to do as I am bid, to 
ask no questions. That sort of blind obedience 
lasted till I went to school ; very little longer. I 
believe in myself now, and not in destiny. I must 
have the best : knowledge is power. The weak, 
the lazy, contented people, always fail. I shall be 
none the worse for my Greek, even should Plutng 
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Adonis drop from the skies, as my dear aunt 
fencies." 

She stopped short, and crimsoned with vexation. 
*** Silence is golden;^ when shall I learn the 
lesson ? '^ sighed the girl. ^* He will only laugh at 
and misunderstand me/' 

But Eodney did neither, and though he had 
schooled himself to the cabbage life, he was willing 
to take all the refreshment that might fall in his 
way. 

Eunice's changing face charmed him against 
his better judgment. With that instinct of 
danger he corrected her mistakes, made one or 
two difficulties clear, explained that he had never 
aspired to be a classical scholar, and then returned 
to his own side of the porch and his own pretence 
of work, poring over " Paul et Virginie." 

** I have taken good advice,'' he said one day. 
^' 1 am improving myself. My French has been 
picked mostly up in foreign ports. To write a 
letter requires some grammatical knowledge — the 
verbs, the participles." 

" I know," laughed Eunice, enjoying his embar- 
rassment ; *' you find it all in that love story, I 
dare say — the only grammar I have seen you open. 
I never had much patience with the book myself. 
Nobody is happy. As for Paul, he was not worth 
dying for — a man who stayed at home sighing and 
making sonnets! Had I been Virginia I could 
3jiot have respected him." 
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" Respect ! *' echoed Eodney ; " Virginia loved 
him. She was a true woman, tender and simple f 
to love and be loved satisfied her. Virginia is my 
ideal. Paul was luckier than many fellows. Such 
girls are not to be found out of books, I fancy." 

" But such men are, the worse for the tender 
girls,*' said Eunice ; *^ and so nobody gets the good 
things, and one feels out of patience. What 
ought he to have done, do you ask ? I never con- 
sidered, and a man — a true man — ^never considers ; 
he goes and does it.'* 

Eunice closed the talk triumphantly. Rodney 
Helyar would never be a doer. The girPs vague 
monosyllable confounded him. *^ It '* — his strength 
lay in doing nothing, in smiling at nonsense. 

*' Virginia is the girl for me," he repeated, 
finding that Eunice persistently held her tongue. 
" I hand Paul over to you. He will get what he 
deserves; much good may it do him. * Where 
ignorance is bliss' — don't you know. The life 
would be a jolly one. Miss Stanisbrough knock 
off those sonnets. Perhaps some day I shall try it. 
We all have our ambitions, our hopes and schemes. 
Tour aunt told me one day she had long ago- 
settled your future. I felt myseK honoured by the 
confidence. She also is sanguine ; she anticipate&< 
no failure. You are to make your own fortune 
unaided — a cruel thing for a girl, for a woman. 
Thank heaven it has never come to that pass with 
zny poor mother, and it never shall. She is^ 



AMONGST THE TOMBS. 205 

Imppier now than she ever was. I do believe I am 
l)etter to her than Ejlet and the brougham. It 
compensates me for a good deal. I sleep as 
.soundly as though I were on board the Antelope J^ 

An almost ludicrous grimace belied his words. 

Eunice looked up quickly. It was the first time 
she had heard him make any reference to his for- 
feited position. Could he be in earnest ? Then 
it must be war between them without truce. He 
might have the porch to himself; she would visit 
the place no more. 

He saw her agitation, and dexterously turned 
it with the careless remark — 

" Duty and destiny — we came to the same con- 
clusion, Mrs. Stanisbrough and I. 'Tis decreed — 
the big strong man swings his legs from an office 
stool, and of an evening grinds his teeth and many 
a hole in her drawing-room carpet ; the girl, 
serenely helpless, works on with a white face and 
qualifies herself for a — schoolmistress." 

" A schoolmistress I ^' cried Eunice, aghast. 
** No, indeed, Mr. Helyar ; my aunt has quite other 
notions, more absurd than Greek, perhaps. I only 
know I have heard them again and again, which 
alters the sense, I dare say, and makes the matter 
commonplace enough. I am to marry, as all girls 
do some time or other. I am to marry well 
though — ^Aunt Persy is particular as to this ; and 
I u^ed to believe in her, to think that fortune and 
happiness had only to be waited for. A dreadful 
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mistake. Books make me pnt faith in mjself, in 
my talents, my perseverance, in *' — 

'*Tonr brown locks^ big eyes, and glowing- 
face. Oh, I beg your pardon ! I was looking at 
you. I will try and be careful. You need not 
forbid me to pay compliments ; that sort of speech 
is learned on land. I am too dull to be insincere* 
Like yourself, I speak out when I ought to hold 
my tongue. Very likely I did not understand you. 
If you are angry I am sorry. I shall unsay 
nothing.'* 

Eunice had coloured furiously beneath his 
honest gaze, the simple admiration of a fearless, 
candid nature. She did not expect such a filling 
up of the pause she had made, and now answered 
gently— 

" Thank you for the first encouraging word you 
have ever given me. How can I help being glad that- 
I am like — all God's works, pleasant to look at — ^ho w 
could I possibly be angry? And I never knew it till — 
till — someone, to whom I shall always be grateful,, 
told me ; because in our family, blue eyes and' 
very fair hair has always been beauty. And 
could you see my sister — Ah I I am sure she is- 
lovely. I was the sickly twin ; we are not .much 
alike, so I am told, but we are one in heart and 
soul. The first thing I shall do when I am rich^ 
when I am somebody — I shall share all with 
Carol.*' 

The sweetness and softness in her shining eyea 
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and fair, flnslied face^ compelled Eodnej to look at 
her again with approving sympathy. Could this* 
be the cold, self-snflScient girl who had said,. 
** Gentlemen, do not smoke — ^I think badly of you.'* 

Old Meschech, leaning on his rake, contemplated 
the pair with discreet curiosity, muttering — 

" Aye, aye ! Every Jack mun find his Gill'; 'tis* 
natur-like and miraklus. 'Taint worth listening 
to, the conrtin' o* gentlefolks; I can't never^ 
fathom their discourse. I could ha' convinced 
missy gen I were a strapping, masterful gentleman 
like yon, wi'out ere a dozen words. Shilly-shally, 
tilly-vally — ^their books an' learning is good for" 
nothing. 'Tis the first time I seen anything like 
business in this here preachment — a summer's 
job, missy being sperrited, an' not to be catched 
with chaff.*' 

It did not need a summer to confound Meschech's 
hopes and puzzle his old brains. Though Eodney, 
all at once roused, brought grammars and 
dictionary to the porch, attentively reading 
Syntax rather than romance, the fellow-students 
were seldom in harmony. Friendly talk ended, 
not unfrequently in something very like a quarrel ; 
whilst both, growing daily more secure, held fast 
first prejudices and impressions. 

"No Virginia," said Rodney, "but a cold* 
hearted, strong-minded woman; honest in her 
selfishness and marvellous to look at — a fellow 
may be excused for talking to and teasing her.. 
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She will probably get all she wants some time, 
some daj ; when the world claims its own, I shall 
bid her good-bye. I am out of that running, and 
must have been, though I had risen to the rank of 
Admiral. A queen of socieiy, when one's heart is 
set on a loving little wife, is as bad as asking for 
bread and getting a stone. Luckily, I have 
neither part nor lot in the matter ; she tells me 
some home truths, she amuses me. Why should I 
not take an hour's pleasure since it is certain no- 
body will get into trouble, unless it be my stupid 
self ? This enemy of mine objects to teach her 
own sex — small blame to her ; she may school me 
and welcome. I must know on what she has set 
her heart ; if it be in my power, I rather think — ^I 
believe — ^it would please me to give it to her, just 
because I am good for nothing — ^just because her 
happy face would be worth looking at." 

" Tell me what most you wish for? " he began 
ventxirously. " I fancy I can guess — my mother 
has made me wise. New bonnets, dresses and 
jewels ; or do you aim higher — a pair of ponies, 
powdered footmen, a box at the opera P Between 
so many pleasant things, how hard to choose." 

" No — ^for T must have them all," she told him 
seriously, " the best of everything — riches, 
position, honour." 

" Did you ever hear of a market called Vanity 
Fair ? " he asked, interrupting her quickly. *' I 
was fond of that queer old book years ago. I would 
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have become a purchaser myself at more than one 
booth in the hurly-burly show, but I am no hand 
at bargains. If I remember rightly, the honfest 
men came to grief — ^fire and faggot. It was sport 
to me then, a cub of a boy ; I enjoyed the roast- 
ing, the sturdy fellows' pluck and cool temper, 
and longed to have a try and a tussel myself. Tou 
will fare better. Miss Stanisbrough, provided you 
pay the price these merchants put upon their 
splendid wares — 

And je sail walk in silk attire, and siller hae to spare. 
Gin ye'll consent to be my wife, nor think on Donald mair. 

Tou sing that song very well. The silk attire 
will be offered to you ; it is becoming, take it and 
wear it. Leave Donald to his fate ; let him stick 
fast in Tower Street — a poor, spiritless wretch, 
with empty pockets— pity would be wasted on 
him, much more love. A man who can burn but 
not turn. Most inconvenient— -quite absurd ! '' 

"I do not know what you mean," replied 
Eunice simply. " No one would be left. I 
should take them all with me ; that is one reason 
why I care so much for wealth, for importance, 
for power. I mean to be good — ^I mean to share. 
Chatters shall have a cottage covered with roses, 
and an annuity. Gabriel Cripps — is G-abriel your 
Donald ? Then he will be left most certainly with 
a good handful of the silver, and as much whiskey 
as is wholesome for him, and pity is out of the 

VOL. I. p 
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question. Bnt do you indeed think I shall get 
such a wonderful oflEer 9 Do you believe in Aunt 
Persy's fate P Of course, I must say * yes * — ^she 
expects it, though Aunt Anne insists upon * no '— 
at first ; the only proper answer for well-bred 
young ladies. I prefer the plain truth — I am 
weary of this vulgar commercial street — ^I long 
to see and be seen, to live and enjoy. I shall say 
* yes/ and explain afterwards.'* 

Eunice had forgotten Bodney, and gone back 
to her pinafore days when, seated at her aunt's 
knee, silk attire and many another vanity had 
been promised her. Her eyes grew large and 
limpid, credulous and wondering ; her soft, 
flushed face beamed with the pretty intelligence 
of a baby. The young man hastily thrust his 
books into his pocket and prepared to go. 

"Ton talk and look like a child/' he said 
bluntly. " I wish I could believe you to be one, 
as ignorant and innocent. There is always a 
Donald, or there ought to be. I know nothing 
of such matters — right and wrong comes by 
instinct. Tour 'yes' in * Vanity Fair' would 
mean — ^but I dare you to say it — unless to— 
Donald." 



CHAPTER XVn. 

▲ K)OLISH WOatAN SPEA.EETH. 

'** Unubss to Donald." 

Bodney Helyar's heavy tramp died away, 
echoing through the vaulted passage ; whilst 
Eunice^ sitting just where he had left her, re- 
peated his words in a vague, pondering &.shion, 
sincerely anxious as she was to fathom her angry 
Teprover^s defiance, and justify her own settled 
purpose. 

She had been talking nonsense, revealing family 
foibles ; her rosy cheeks flamed again as she re- 
i^alled her childish confidences. Of course, it 
could not be expected — comprehension or sympathy 
~^&om a dull outsider. But to stalk off ungainly 
and scornful^ a very giraffe, this man usually so 
impassable, so phlegmatic — therein lay the interest 
— ^the mystery. 

" He has dared me — I shall say it," she con- 
cluded. " Donald or Donald not — -if he be nice, if 
he be ^ somebody/ aunty's Plutus Adonis, I shall 
have to do as I am bid. ^ Yes ' will not be difficult. 
My enemy has been reading novels ; that explains 
his bad temper, his hot haste; because, had he 
given me time, I could have made my meaning 
clear to him — clearer than his wretched, penniless 
Donald, who might be a very bad, not to say 
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stupid man, though he had never a well-cut coat to- 
his back. I have good reason to know it — Gabriel 
Cripps is not my only mauvais svjet. One must be 
overhead and ears in love or live single. So I 
read your riddle, Mr. Helyar ; a heart and soul 
passion, just as the story books tell us. If 
indeed one could find a story book hero, I might 
agree — otherwise I hold with the aunts. Friend- 
ship, liking, respect, approval, and — happiness 
ever afterwards. Oh, I am not so* selfish and 
mercenary as the giraffe thinks ! I mean to be 
good, to be wise, to say — ^ Yes.' The man who 
had one talent was the wicked and slothful servant, 
not the diligent, fortunate possessor of ten. 
Answer me that, sir, and wear the cap — I shall fit 
it to your head when next we meet — whenever my 
tongue runs away with me, and the temptation to 
speak the thought of my heart is irresistible. Till 
then, like my undeserving betters, I must be con- 
tent to live on — misunderstood." 

Eunice^s temptation was long in coming. Day 
after day she sat in the almshouse porch alone, or 
with no more interesting companion than garru- 
lous Meschech. Plainly, Eodney Helyar avoided 
her; she resented his desertion, none the less that 
pity rather than offence clouded his averted face, 
seen for a second behind the wooden bulwark of 
the grand piano. In vain, softened by the music, 
the player let her fingers plead for her, and forgot 
her pride in melodious chords full of sweet, con- 
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eiliation; an invitation now tender, now im« 
passioned, somewhat jarred and broken by the 
tweedle-dee of Gabriel Cripps's false notes and 
twanging bow. Eodney shrugged his shoulders, 
and turned on his heel the quicker, sulkily gazing 
into the nnlighted space beyond him— that region 
of dnsk brown holland, drab wall, and dark, 
frowning faces framed in tarnished gold. 

*^ A man for whom divine music has no voice, 
no spell. Fault enough even were it his only 
one,'* thought Eunice, suddenly shutting her 
Beethoven, and replacing the book with Bach, 
whilst Gabriel tuned his instrument to his own 
growls. 

Then she began to play again mechanically, 
emulating a barrel organ, as swift, as tireless. 

" One must not marry without being very much 
in love,'' she reflected ; " there is always a Donald 
— ^it is clear I shall have to defy, to shock some- 
body, or die Eunice Boulting. I shall never be in 
love — ^in that way — ^I do not wish it. A hero^ 
perhaps — a Prince Perfect — a man with a soul — 
with ears. Once I met and lost him — once I 
could have learned — now I am too wise. Even 
my old Coeur de Lion loved his name. He had 
not the heart of a mouse; he could tell one tune 
from another, or the English history is a delusion 
like most strong, big facts. NHrn/porte — I believe 
in myself; only let me get a chance of happiness, 
of life, and I shall say * yes.' " 
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** Thnxik jon, my dear. I neyer heard a nimbler 
finger. You play well ; my poor nerves will not 
bear much, but your piece makes no difi^nee to 
aie~it is Uke a running brook ; I could listen and 
sleep the whole night. On the contrary when 
Bodney sings ' The Death of Nelson ' — Ah ! it 
breaks my heart and costs me - handkerchiefs. I 
have had to forbid him. Yes, my dear boy — yes.*^ 

Mrs. Helyar looked at her frowning son affec- 
tionately. Aunt Persis nodded, and called Bodney 
to her. 

" A very good song ; let us hear it. Fetch tho 
haivtshorn bottle Anne, or shall Chatters bum a 
feather? My dear Mrs. Helyar, you don't know 
the sahitary properties of our Caristowe smoke. 
Nerves! We are out of the world and the 
fashion, as Eunice tells me often enough, siUy 
chUd. Patience, dear Duchess, patience; you^ 
shall be a fine lady yet ; ^tis decreed ; you shall 
have your day — ^nerves and smelling-salts, whims, 
and megrims. Only wait a little longer, and in- 
stead of pouting, play your very best. SUenee* 
everybody.** 

The spoiled mother felt herself talked at, and, 
like a frightened child, tried, wiih quivering lips, to 
be good, casting many a piteous glance at Bodney, 
under ovders as well as the women, but quite 
Mpable of disobedience if it so pleased him. And 
t^sing^ctid not please the landsman; not once 
since they had shared th^ same* humble lodgings. 
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ooald Mrs. Helyar remember having heard those 
rollicking sea songs with which her sailor sou had 
been wont to relieve his rude spirits, and torture 
her delicate ears. Still, to refuse Mrs. Stanis- 
brou^h. The invalid sank back amongst her 
cushions, and sighed heavily. Nelson, neither 
faint nor hungry, dead and buried in his glory, 
might well excuse dry eyes. And Rodney was 
going to make objections ; surely, surely, he will 
sing for his mother's supper, if not for his own. 
These stubborn sons have such large, excellent 
appetites, no food is too coarse for them. 

" Rodney ! " 

He answered the appeal immediately, shook off 
his ill-humour or disinclination, and, declining 
Eunice's offered accompaniment, sang with folded 
arms and head thrown back, standing beside his 
mother's chair. An untrained voice of the very 
finest quality, true, rich, melodious* With all his 
heart and soul singing loud and cleai 



** England expects that every man 
This day will do his duty." 

Rodney Helyar felt no discordance. He saw 
without seeing, the changes in Eunice's wrapt 
face, the glitter in her softened eyes, Mrs. Stanis- 
brough's busy handkerchief, his mother's inter- 
laced fingers. Aunt Anne's suspended needles, the- 
hiue-bottle fly bent oi^ exploring Gabriel's wide- 
open mouth. 

Happily Chatters arriving cut short thanks and 
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sobbings. The " animals " prepared to feed with 
alacrity, emotion being no enemy to good viands, 
as many a well spread funereal table testifies. 

" Where is Eunice P ^' asked Persis ; *' very odd 
that she should run away from good singing; 
something must be the matter. Seek her in the 
little parlour, Rodney, and tell her that the sweet- 
breads are getting cold. I don't know which is 
the most inconvenient — nerves or notions. Yes, 
Anne, I did shed a tear or two myself, publicly. 
I am not ashamed to own it. Now I am ready for 
my supper. Tour son has not a singing face, 
Mrs. Helyar, but with such a voice he need 
never starve ; he might do " — 

Aunt Persis trotted on ; the rest of the sentence 
went with her. 

Eunice coming down the dark oak staircase met 
Bodney face to face, and finished a flattering 
speech with youthful sarcasm — 

" He might do his duty." 

There was a pause. Beneath the ruby lantern, 
angry and beautiful, a transfigured sybil, this 
pale duffel grey girl confronted the embarrassed 
singer. 

*^ I always knew everything is your own fault,*' 
she said sadly; '^but then, I thought 'he has 
not a scrap of music in him ; it is a sort of excuse, 
he may be pitied.' Do not sing again like that. I 
hate to be obliged to despise you, to feel so sure 
fhat your disgrace is just weakness. I said to my- 
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self, he cannot help it ; he is dull of soul, he knows 
only the outside of things. A hundred times 
better to want the power than the will, because — 
because — Oh ! you must remember, must have 
heard it in church, if nowhere else, 'Those who 
know their duty, the Master's will, and do it not, 
shall be beaten with many stripes,' you must have 
heard/' 

'^ If you please. Miss Nisie, you are to come and 
eat your supper this very minute, you and the 
young gentleman; pleasure first and business 
afterwards, my mistress is no ways agreeable to 
putting wrong afore right/' 

''I could not touch a morsel," declared the 
young girl, hastily recalled too late to painful 
self-consciousness. "I have a headache, excuse 
me." She turned abashed and imploring eyes on 
the baffled Lieutenant, and then sped away to her 
attic. 

'' Words fitly spoken. Apples of gold in pic- 
tures of silver." 

Fortunately Eunice was not without common 
sense or good feeling, though Eodney Helyar, 
munching his supper in vexed abstraction, doubted 
her claim to any such homely, comfortable virtues. 
The girl's taunts were and were not *' fitly spoken.'* 
She it was who, knowing only the outside of 
things, showed herself most ingenuously, a 
meddler, an impertinent. Tet it was to Mrs. 
Ohatterson that Eodney consciously applied those 
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opprobrioas epithets, resenting the officions ser- 
yant's paci&c spoiling of a battle it would have 
pleased him to fight out. A drawn game is the^ 
tamest thing in the world; to be beaten bj some 
adversary on a special occasion is not all humilia- 
tion. He ate on ravenously, nourishing and 
strengthening his harmless grudge, not guessing 
the half of poor hungry Eunice's contrition and 
misery. 

'^ I am a girl, he could not knock me down as I 
deserved,'' she thought, " even if he has courage 
enough for any action ; long suffering is his nature 
and habit, the patience of a donkey. To see him 
pushing his. mother's Bath chair as proudly as 
though the shabby vehicle were a man-of-war- 
boat, enrages me. Why does he not try and get. 
a ship ; what has he done ? I wish I could forget 
that horrid word, his dear Doctor's^ * coward.'* 
But he shall go his own way, provided he does not 
sing me into a temper. I will let him alone." 

Her eccentric bringing up, her lonely castle- 
bviilduig life, may perhaps excuse her romance and 
folly. This, the light and bright side of her 
nature, years of trial, rainy days, will overshadowr 
and train into a sober growth ; we hope so* A^ 
well-pruned exuberance gives promise of fruit and! 
root vigour. The dwarfed blighted vines sendl 
forth no disorderly, no superfluous shoots, neither 
useful nor ornamental men gather them for the 
£re ; they are burned. 
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' Aunt Persis heaped her healihj gnesf s plate 
"With serene approval. 

" The young fellow may not be a fool after ally 
Jknne/' she observed privately. "He is like 
Buohess Eonice ; he knows what is good, and gets 
it. Friend Gabriel came in for the empty dish,. 
asd naturally made a wry face. The race is not 
always to the swifb; if Fate should take this 
laggard of a mother's darling in hand '* — 

Mrs. Stanisbrough nodded her cap off^ and then 
fdl a laughing. ^ Anne was such a fumbler, pin- 
ning the smart headdress on hinder side before. 
Of what could the good goose be thinking? " 

** Of a catastrophe^ my dear Persis ; it will come 
tf> tiliat. I sit and knit, I look and listen. Some- 
tlung is going to happen. Gabriel Oripps is worse 
tiian music mad. I lie awake often and often*, 
trying to make sense out of his compliments to you 
and Eunice^ his hints and boasting. And Rodney 
Eielyar's face^ do mark it sister, when he is on his 
quarter^eek march, when Gabriel and Suaiee 
pokd'tbeir two heads over one music-book. The 
strength of that young sailor is a dangerous re- 
sponsibility ; on shore for three idle years, or more 
likely his whole life. I shall advise him to eat 
less. There will else be as I said a catastrophe — ^a 
sad .one. Propinqnifey" — 

Bni Persis put her fingers to her ears^ more 
amused and derisive than ever. Cautious Ansue 
CDidd obtain no bearing. 
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Sucli a dingy house as it is, and yet everything 
in it is perfection/' Mrs. Helyar owned to her son, 
"Now, Eodney, yoii are not to contradict me. 
Eunice may be peculiar^ a little changeable, one 
day blunt and cold, and the next gushing. The 
last was a fault of my own at her age, and I am 
none the worse for it; thank Grod, I have a tender 
heart. Those sweetbreads. I must get the 
recipe; so delicious; what do you suppose they 
were fried in P " 

" Sawdust, mother,'^ growled Eodney, intent on 
certain curious speculations of his own, and im- 
patient of disturbance. 

"I was never nearer to choking in my life, I 
can tell you, not with anger ; no, no, 'tis that 
puzzles me ; girls should mind their own business. 
Sweetbreads, mother? yes, I hold with you. Of 
what does she accuse me 9 What notion has 
she got in her head ? The strangest girl ; I must 
find her out ; she will never be my Virginia, that is 
very certain. I fancy Paul was the cook though ; 
he could roast a cabbage palm, and nothing else. 
Eodney Helyar again. Sweetbreads for dinner, 
did you say mother ? All right. I can swallow a 
good deal; needs must when the devil drives. 
Eight you were. Doctor.'' 

" Eeally, my dear boy, you must be more polite. 
You are not on board ship, and your language is 
quite unfit for a lady's sensitive ears." 

Eodney made a desperate grimace, and kissed 
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Lis mother's faded cheek silentlj. Pleased with 
his penitence^ she went on — 

" You have been dozing ; I can excase it. You 
are only half awake, talking nonsense in your 
sleep. We will go to bed, and to-morrow — ^the 
recipe. Eunice will give it — a perfect work of art, 
so brown, so delicious" — 

**To look at, yes," her son allowed, following 
his own train of thought and his mother's leisurely^ 
footsteps ; " the outside perfect enough for any 
man. Within — ^I cannob tell; I do well to 
doubt." 

** Bodney, Eodney, you are not listening ! " 
cried Mrs. Helyar, peevishly. "You have no 
sympathy with my enjoyments. After eating as 
you did it is too bad. Bouse yourself, my dear 
son; you are idle, you grow sluggish. I shall 
expect that recipe and a sweetbread — just one for 
a beginning— and dinner to-morrow." 

His mother's voice carried conviction to the 
sluggard's heart. A man can but do his duty as 
he sees it. Bodney was not too proud to ask 
advice, and, having got it, to mend his ways. The- 
very next afbemoon Eunice, arriving limp and 
spiritless in the almshouse porch, found him there 
before her. 

" What do you wish me to do ? " he asked 
imperatively, allowing her no time for considera- 
tion. 

Panting under the weight of the huge book she 
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carried) and fired by a happy mspiration, ahe 
placed the yolume in his hands and replied 
gravely — 

'^ I wish you to read Shakespeare/' 

Peace and progress made the shortening days 
&y qnickly. Bodney, hitherto no great reader, 
learned to love his tasks, and, at Eunice's sug- 
gestion, studied i^e German, French, and Italian 
grammars. ^^ Paul et Yirginie " remained snug in 
his pocket. Now and then some difficulty took 
him to his companion's side, and Meschech's faint 
hopes revived; but nothing save learned talk 
came of the opportunity except some slight 
advance in the qvioai clerk's salary, a matter o£ 
mutual and almost childish triumph. They were 
enemies still, these two, unchanged in opinion and 
temper. It was tacitly understood, that secret, 
tenaciously-held judgment, long ago formed. 

" I think badly of you." 

Noblesse ohUge. The usages of society, the 
common courtesies of life, must be respected. 
Youthful hearts, steadfast even to a prejudice, 
scorn a change, and uphold the losing cause* The 
old sometimes learn a better wisdom. 

^^Anne," said Mrs. Stanisbrough one autumn 
morning, " I am open to conviction. I should not 
like a catastrophe ; one such accident is enough to 
last me my lifetime. Our Duchess will be eighteen 
the day after to-morrow. We will give that party 
I spoke of. Young Mr. Griffiths shall be invited. 
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His face is as yellow as his gold^ but Emiice is 
not like other girls who fall oyer head and ears in 
love with a beard or a complexion. Seven Ian* 
.gaages the little man speaks. He will try them 
all, and win her before Christmas in his mother 
tongue. Chatters tells me the poor child is at her 
books again. I must bestir myself and pat on my 
drake's head satin, my rose and beetle cap. X 
shall wear cherry colour at tiie wedding, and curly 
white feathers. If 'tis decreed, 'twill have to be. 
A Nabob may make as good a husband as that 
Paradyse Squire, who is married, no doubt, and 
miserable by this time. No good comes of a 
'Crossed destiny. I had planned it all, but this 
will do as weU if the money is safe in the Bank of 
England. Bevenge, Anne, cannot be cheapened — 
the dearest of marketable commodities — look at it 
which way you will. Hold your tongue, sister! 
I consent to pay.the price. Christopher shall be 
Jbrought to his senses." 

The important day dawned at last. What with 
pudding, cakes, custard, negus, nobody had time 
to think of the eighteen-year-old Eunice. Late 
in the afternoon Aunt Persis, attired by Chatters, 
rested, rejoicing in her finery and foresight. So 
trusted a servant might be allowed an inkling of 
the matter in hand — marriage banns and bells. 

'' And you're agreeable ma'am dear ? Certain 
snre I told old Meschech so not five minutes 
agone, when I fetched the curling-tongses for 
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Miss Anne by your own orders. It's in the- 
kitchen he was, come for his shillin* onconvenient, 
an' sent off again instanter. 'Tis done with con* 
sent, says I, yon may depend, an* a pretty sights 
no donbt, snch a big gentleman on his two bended 
knees. Our young lady '' — 

"Whop Where P" cried Mrs. Stanisbrongh,. 
shrilly, thrusting little Prudence aside, and 
trembling with consternation and excitement* 
" Your young lady is full-dressed in the drawing- 
room." 

<' Full-dressed here, full-dressed there. I beg 
your pardon, mistress," said the spoiled woman, 
much offended ; "'tis no fault of mine. You'll find 
'em this very minute in yonder almshouse porch, 
Mr. Helyar and Miss Eunice, afixing their wedding 
day by this time, or the young man is a greater 
gowk than — Dear, dearie me ! you're never 
going yourself P Put on your black silk calash, 
then. I'm sure I thought you was agreeable,, 
ma'am. Why not, when it's been under your very 
eyes P Mercy ! here's a pretty kettle o' fish ! There 
she goes, bang out of the front door. Somebody 
'11 have to catch it." 

Down the street, through the dark passage and 
quiet graveyard, Mrs. Stanisbrough hurried. No 
time was to be lost. She had been blind, wilfully 
blind. Now panic seized her ; credulity mastered 
common-sense. 

Breathless she paused for a second, sheltered 
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Taj the yew tree. It was all true, her worst fear. 
Within the grey porch Eunice sat, her books for- 
gotten, her face rose-pink, her eyes shining. 
Beside her Rodney, on one knee, the pretence of a 
letter in his hand, knelt, gravely earnest. 

"You will! yon will, Miss Stanisbrough, be 
my — 

Anotiier voice answered the young man's broken 
enti^aly, ringing cracked and harsh as a twanging 
beU~ 

" She will not I I forbid the banns I ** 
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CHAPTER XVni. 

PIOKLED CBABS. 

<< My dear aunt, please walk a little more slowly ; 
I cannot hear a word you say," panted Eunice. 
^^ What liave I done 9 I shall not be ten minutes 
rearranging my dress ; I changed it before I went 
out. Yes, you were quite in time to spoil every- 
thing/' 

" TJmph ! I wish I could be sure of it," muttered 
the foolish old lady, half -inclined to repent her 
slip of the tongue, those familiar, forcible words, 
uppermost even now in her mind, heard once in 
the Broad Easton church, and too '^ pat to the 
purpose " ever to be forgotten. 

Aunt Persis propped her disturbed figure against 
the archway, and began to consider her alarm and 
the situation. Had she been talking arrant non- 
sense, doing the very mischief she dreaded? Was 
Chatters mistaken 9 Eunice's face, vexed enough, 
but pale and guileless frightened her. 

Yet not thus had the child looked in that 
moment of moments. It was hard to say, hard 
to act for the best. Mrs. Stanisbrough shook her 
head and her garments sorrowfully; her green 
beetles fell unheeded to the ground, her satin 
skirts, defiled with grave dust, increased her per- 
plexity. Would the soil ever wipe out ? Were 
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all her darling projects^ her life schemes^ to be 
foiled by an idle, ne'er-do-well, hungry boy? 
Was fate about to quench her coals of fire and 
make of her a soft-hearted woman, humble and 
patient? Not without an active struggle, not 
whilst she had plastic materials wherewith to 
work her own will and undoing. With Eunice it 
might be better to leave well alone ; the girl, ciiy- 
trained, had no curious experiences. Her aunt's 
strange speech had passed over her head — ^a whim- 
sicality, an eccentric utterance not worth remem- 
bering. When the right time came this child's 
obedience might be counted on. For ftodney, 
young and simple in spite of his inches, Mrs. 
Stanisbrough had a '^ rod in pickle." There must 
be no mistake : full confession on his part, full 
confidence on her own, and that without delay ; 
afterwards fate might safely be trusted. Plutus 
Adonis would enter the lists and find never a rival. 

Much revived she allowed Eunice to tie on the 
dangling hood, and then set forth, talking briskly 
as she threaded the busy moving crowd always 
thronging Tower Street. 

" This is your wedding-day, you know, my dear. 
Yes, I am aware — birthday — it does not matter, 
one being an introduction to the other ; for which 
reason it is of the very last importance, Eunice, 
that you should look your best. When an old 
aunt martyrs herself so far as to give a party, a 
tea drinking with limited loo and oysters, she 
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'expects some Tetum ; I believe Anne ^lls it e(K 
'0(peration. I thought to find you m the^drawing- 
<TOoni^ child, practising airs and graces, bat 
'ccfrtainlj not amongst the tombs, encouraging 
that dull young man to ruin his poor mother and 
the knees of his best black trousers. I hope he 
trill keep his comer to-night ; I shall have tagive 
him a hint. And you, Duchess— but it must 
never occur again. A most improper proceeding; 
Anne I/rill tell you so. I forbid the— 'the burial 
ground; do you hearP I forbid it utterly. I 
have other views, other intentions ; do you hear 
meP" 

'^ I will not go there again, aunt, if you think 
it is wrong,** Eunice promised ; " but I shall be 
tery sorry. It is so pleasant to be of use, 
especially to one's enemy ; and I do not call old 
Aldeiman Grifiths and his grey sisters and 
shrivelled, bald-pated nephew * a party.' I will 
be the martyr, aunty, in your marriage f all-of-the- 
leaf gown and my amber necklace. They will all 
admire me, the dress is so harmonious, so entirely 
my own. I shaU do you credit and succeed ; not 
for the first time.*' 

Her thoughts had flown to Prince Perfect and 
Blanche Crocker's ball; except that to please can- 
not be disagreeable, she was indifferent. No 
Tower Street praise or blame could make her 
heart beat one stroke the faster. Yet she dressed 
her beautiful hair carefully and put a sweet* 
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scented cream rose in it before following herunnts 
to tlie drawing-room. She had promised, she 
meant to perform. The fimn j, fussy aunt had 
pounced upon a pair of youthful enthusiasts too^ 

It was by no means a lively gathering that unpre^ 
cedented dissipation, only at the supper table the 
guests waxed bold and dull eyes shone and bridled' 
tongues were unloosed. Even the alderman sang 
his song, afber Rodney, who, rising to the demand 
made upon him, came out of his comer, ancb 
brought the Griffiths sisters off victoriously with 
a running accompaniment and spirited chorus; 
upon which the Hong Kong nephew, rashly pre- 
suming, lifted up his voice and came to derision, 
attempting Chinese melodies, because the ambev 
princess, wickedly malicious,, would take no denial. 

" You have retrieved yourself, child. I forgi^se 
you the tombstones; aU is as it shotdd be. 
Seven languages, my love, and a purse — ^here is a 
Flutus afker your* own hesaii. I saw it all. 
Duchess ; you wiU win i^e prize. I am content;'^ 

^^ Are youy aunt dear ? But the real success is 
still to come* My yellow professor teaches me 
Bussian ; I am to begin next week. The horrid) 
doubt that tortures me is, will Bodney Helyar 
proFe a dance 9' And. if we are not to meet in the 
almshouse porch what shall I do for a school* 
jQOom?*' 

MrsL Stanifibrough's din^ling f acegrew wriii^ed. 
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Eunice, full of lier project, kuelt at the disconcerted 
lady's feet and said coaxingly — 

"Boultings must keep promises. If Rodney 
Helyar knew Russian he would get a step higher 
in the office where he writes. It is not much, 
but he wiU have made a beginning and I shall 
drive him on — on and out into the world, to his 
ship, to a noble life. That is the way to deal 
with enemies. Aunt Persis ; you cannot deny it. 
Naturally he makes twenty objections to doing 
anything, the cabbage bed suits him so thoroughly ; 
but I am not easily beaten. I told him I would 
take him under my tuition, master the worst 
myself, school and guide him. I had the alder- 
man's learned nephew in my thoughts all the 
time, and when you interrupted us — ^Mr. Helyar's 
last objection — oh, my dear aunt, it was glorious ! 
' Knowledge is power.' I had that big stupid 
fellow in mine; he accepted my teaching, my 
advice. You will not be so cruel as to spoil 
everything. You yourself said, and Miss Patty 
Griffiths told me the same, her nephew would be 
most happy to help me out of my difficulties, to 
make me a good linguist. You should have seen 
the poor dried-up man's own face " — 

^^ I did see it, silly child ; I have eyes. Learn 
anything you Uke; teach you shall not. The 
Bible is against it, Eunice, and so am I. You 
are a woman to-day, but I expect you to do as I 
tell you up to your bridal hour. If you love 
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liberty let me alone, me and fate, and go to jour 
bed. A learned man is at the merej of any wife 
who has common-sense and a begging face. Go to 
yonr bed.^' 

Then, late as it was, the anxious annt, wise in 
her generation, unlocked her writing desk and, 
favoured by the flaring candles, scrawled a note, 
which Chatters would see delivered before break- 
fast the next morning. 

"My Esteemed Touno Ebiend, 

"Gabriel Cripps tells me you have a 
holiday to-morrow, so I make bold to ask for an 
hour of your idle time. French writing is, you 
will agree with me, quite out of place on a jam- 
pot. Ton handle a pen well. Then come to the 
store room door directly after breakfast ; we shall 
be there, busy as bees. Do not fail me ; think of 
the summer, of mildew, church-yard dust and 
dog-days. My choice sweets ought to have been 
earlier looked after, but I hope to remedy the 
mischief and turn the key on a well-preserved 
cupboard. 

" Yours sincerely, in all friendliness, 

"Persis Staitisbrough." 

" Anne could not have worded it better," mused 
the exhausted writer ; " it is sure to bring him, 
and then — ^but my wits seldom fail me on an 
emergency — I shall not mince matters. A plain 
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understandingy a willing obedience^ or I mle thent 
all with a rod of iron/* 

Never had Eodney pnshed his mother's chair so 
slowly as on this eventful night. The wipd blew 
freshly, Mrs. Helyar shivered with cold and im- 
paiience ; but when, seated on her own sofa, she 
felt the reviving warmth of a cheerful fire, the 
invalid spread out her soft white hands, smiled at 
her son's wide, cavernous mouth, so excellent a 
bellows, and began to prattle like a child. 

Not one of her words reached Eodney ;, with 
closed eyes, puffing vigorously, he said to himself 
again and again — 

** Intentions ! I have none, absolutely none, all 
the world knows it. A man knocked down in the 
mire; a Tower Street quill driver. Siller and 
silk attire for my lady — ^we understand each 
other. What is all this uproar about ? Inten- 
tions ! I am not quite such an impudent fortune- 
hunter. Mrs. Stanisbrough's hoards are reason 
sufficient. I have not the slightest wish to play 
the part of Paul, though my enemy were indeed 
Virginia, and not a beautiful, honest, ambitious 
child, with only half a heart, the poorest half to 
give away. The world is greedy, and takes a 
lion's share ; do not I know it 9 Miss Anne might 
have spared me her plain-spoken utterances. 
* BTo intentions ! Then you ought to be ashamed 
of yourself, sir, philandering and sulking. It is 
just as I foretold, propinquity, catastrophe.' - 
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HVltat fools these wise atmts be, I laughed in the 
piim lady's face, and the catastrophe happened ; 
a whole row of run down stitches, the mittens 
.spoiled, and no forgiveness — the desert of my 
rudeness." 

** Come here, my dear boy ; the fire burns well. 
Such an absurd scheme, not quite becoming for 
ladies, but then Mrs. Stanisbrongh has ways and 
notions of her own ; she defies society. - Ah ! you 
have not heard. I do believe it is deafness coming 
•on. I have always to tell my tales twice over. 
Certainly his complexion is against him ; a liver 
case, I fcLney, and he is double the girrs age. But 
then so is Mr. Cripps, who has nothing but crazy 
expectations which nobody believes in. Eunice 
Stanisbrongh has been brought up to marry — to 
marry money. She will do it ; what other chance, 
has she, poor, penniless child? You must have 
seen how she coaxed and cajoled, and, as it were, 
made love before us all to that bilious skinned 
Nabob." 

]^odney started ; an angry contradiction found 
no words, and yet it could not be possible. The 
suspicion moved his deepest disgust. £unice had 
avoided him all the evening ; a shyness natural 
and very attractive after Mrs. Stanisbrough's 
blundering interference. But — ^but — need she 
have devoted herself so entirely to that rich, ugly 
old Chinaman ? The young man raged, inwardly 
objecting. 



234 PLUTUS ADoms. 

^'As Mrs. Stanisbrough's adopted child and 
heiress, the young lady maj please herself, mother. 
You are mistaken. Some people say what they do 
not mean. The girl is her aunt's darling '' — 

" No, indeed ! " persisted the pouting lady. " I 
know, it was confided to me ; you can guess why, 
Bodney. The aunt^s accumulated sayings all go 
to some charity. Eunice will have nothing over 
and above her wedding clothes. It has been my 
great comfort, dear son, that you do not in the 
least admire her ; that you are aware of her 
faults." 

<* I never saw a girl I admired more," he said 
ruthlessly. ^'Be easy, mother. I would not 
marry her, no not for " — ^he checked himself and 
went on quietly, "she would not marry me. 
Eunice Stanisbrough believes in siller, not in 
Donald. Nobody shall speak ill of her for all 
that. Gabriel Oripps ! Griffiths, the monkey ! It 
is monstrous— a lie." 

" Now you are in a temper," his mother told 
him irritably. " Now you go back to ship manners,. 
a dog in the manger, nothing better. They will 
take care of themselves, these excellent people. 
All those hoards and investments I When charity, 
true charity, begins at home and stays there, as 
you know you have promised to stay with me. If 
anyone marries money it is your duty to do so, 
Sodney; on no other condition can I let you 
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go. And you really object to Eunice ? I am glad« 
Still, girls are girls — ^be firm and careful." 

Not to himself would Rodney own how much 
his mother's gossip angered and disturbed him. 
Enough that he knew his own mind. Aunt 
Persy^s foolish prohibition was more ridiculous 
than these mercenary schemers imagined. Had 
Eunice understood ? He hoped not ; the others 
should certainly not be left in doubt. He could 
and would speak plainly on sufficient provoca- 
tion. 

Mrs. Stanisbrough's note, sent purposely to give 
him the opportunity, fanned the fire of offence 
almost extinguished by a night's troubled sleep. 
Dreams of the Antelope^ a surging of waves and 
creaking of timbers, the dear Doctor's hairy face, 
choleric voice ; he himself a half -drowned cast- 
away, drifting helplessly far from ship and shore. 
These visions, this inevitable fate, made the annoy- 
ances of yesterday not worth remembering. Only 
when knocking at the door indicated, present em- 
barrassments, all at once real, impending, called 
for courage and decision. Bodney Helyar might 
or might not be a coward ; his hand on the lock 
trembled, his heart was — ^not where it ought to be. 
Mrs. Stanisbrough's brisk "Come in" set his 
spirit shaking ; a very culprit though innocent* 
Be took the penitential stool offered him and 
looked about for friendly deliverance, in other 
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words, jam-pots. If Ids serrices were really needed 
the sooner he was liard at work the better. 

Eunice, sitting on the opposite side. of the table, 
shapeless in a voluminous pinafore, caught the 
young fellow's guilty glance, and herself blushedl 
scarlet; whilst Persis, shrewdly observunt, said! 
not a word, nor gave the least help nor sympatiiy. 
More than ever convinced that " mischief must be. 
nipped in the bud,*' Mrs. Stanisbrough prepared 
her withering remedies, clearing her throat with an^ 
ominous '* ahem " familiar to Eunice, who rose ab 
once, scattering heaps of tissue paper with, her 
starched drapery. 

Tou may stay. Duchess,^' commanded the aunt,. 

we are not going to talk secrets. A pleasant 
understanding saves many head and heart aches.. 
We are all sensible folks in Tower Street, thank 
goodness ; folly goes i/vitb fashion to Stowe-on-the«* 
Hill. Well, well, please yourseK in the pantry be- 
yond* Fill those inner cupboards, and take the; 
jars already covered. Eodney and I will oomr* 
mence on the pickled crabs. American apples^ 
pretty to look at but sour in the mouth, youngi 
gentleman; bitter morsels when children, big 
enough to have been wiser, taste them. A handr 
some garnish, done by myself in salt and vinegac 
Tou shall carry a pot or two home, labelled, for a^ 
ireminder. Never mind the pens ;, listen to me, 
sir. I hope you pay your own tailor's bilk;: 
mouldy stones make threadbare knees, and there 
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are worse family misfortanes fhaa rheumatisni. 
Toa-maj well look shame-faced. I believe you to 
be' a gentleman at heart; in short, I never could 
preach long sermons or beat about the bush. We 
wiU be plain with each other^ Mr. Bodney Helyar. 
Your name is a vexation, but let that pass. 
Yesterday in the almshouse porch — ^I don't know 
that I can be more explicit, though I am told you 
disclaim any intentions ; so much the worse for 
your conscience and the better for mine. I re- 
peat^ those banns are forbidden; my adopted 
daughter has no fortune. She will marry, only 
with my consent, a man who can give her more 
tfian she will lose when she quits my motherly pro- 
taction. I thought I had made this sufficiently 
dear to you once before. Think of your dependent 
mother, of your excellent appetite, most desirable 
for young men of your growth, but, failing pounds 
shillings and pence, apt to be inconvenient. I 
might forbid you the house also, Mr. Helyar, but I 
wish to be your friend ; I like you, I trust you, 
and prefer taking you into my counsels. I repeat 
it, Eunice Stanisbrough will be penniless ; she is 
no fit wife for you ; she knows it, though, girl-like, 
she let you go on your knees, surprised, doubtless, 
by the romance and novelty of the thing, and not 
dreaming of the serious results. Nothing wedded 
to nothing — never, never ; could I consent to such 
an absurd union — never ! '' 

^' Never, never wiU your consent be asked, yours 
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or the young lady's," cried Eodney, with quite mi- 
necessary heat and force, reiterating Aunt Persy's 
treble negation in a loud voice which Eunice, 
though well behind the cupboard doors, could not 
fail to hear. Mrs. Stanisbrough's privileged eccen- 
tricity carried over far might have excused the 
baited young fellow's candour, but did not soften 
the rejected girl's indignant mortification. Each 
clear word hurt her like the thrust of a blunt 
dagger ; she stood with her hand on her heart, 
shocked and breathless. 

^^ You have made a strange mistake ; you do me 
great injustice," that cruelly resolute voice pro- 
tested. " My choice — my wife, if ever I have one, 
must possess something more than good looks or 
good fortune. Miss Stanisbrough is — you need 
not fear " — 

^^Miss Stanisbrough will speak for herself," said 
Eunice coming from the pantry with a white, proud 
face. " I am much obliged to Mr. Helyar ; he and 
I have always understood each other, enemies with 
good reason, dear aunt, from the first. He thinks 
badly of me, T think badly of him. You are indeed • 
wofally mistaken, Aunt Persy. It is perhaps as 
well, now everybody understands besides our two 
selves, now we play at friendship no longer ; the 
comedy is over." 

She walked slowly away, and, safe in the 
sanctuary of her own room, felt the boming 
blushes flaming over cheeks and brow, and with a 
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burst of tears hid lier face in the bed coverlet. 
What had she ever said or done that he should so 
«com her ? Not worthy to be the wife of a spirit- 
less office clerk, a dull coward to whom she would 
have been helpful, because — ^to return good for evil 
is the commonest duty, and — ^and — pleasant. Of 
love there was no question, and he — he — ^was it 
possible, had he misinterpreted her pity P The in- 
tolerable doubt made Mrs. Stanisbrough's ill- 
judged action less painful. Eunice washed her 
face, brushed her hair, and went to her dinner. 
Whether as enemy or friend Rodney Helyar must 
henceforth be put out of her thoughts, at once and 
for ever. 

Aunt Persis, meanwhile left alone with that 
abashed and embarrassed man, quickly recovered 
from the fright into which Eunice's pallor and 
forced constraint had thrown her. The fiercer the 
«mart the more sovereign the remedy. Hers had 
proved efficacious : a light in Eunice's eyes told the 
shrewd aunt much that before she had only guessed. 
Rejoicing over the success of her stratagem, and 
Rodney's unqualified rejection of a prize so far 
beyond his merits, she dismissed her victim. Then 
with her own hands labelling and dating the 
biggest jar of pickles, she despatched Mrs. Chatters 
after Mr. Helyar with the sour reminder, folding 
up her anxieties in a quire of tissue paper, and 
crossing her arms and feet in trustful peace, her 
day's work well ended. 



CHAPTER XIX, 

GIN YE'lL consent TO BE MY WIFE. 

A STOBM in a teapot, and, following the petty com- 
motioD, serenest houseliold calm whicli Eunice, 
never having been in the deeps nor escaped there- 
from by " the skin of her teeth/' entirely failed* to 
appreciate. 

On ** parole " in her attic chamber, she yet seemed 
to hear the lazy twang of Meschech's clipping 
shears, whilst she fought her stubborn adversary 
over again, neither giving nor receiving quarter. 
Thus hardly must she deal now with herself, and 
by force of maidenly pride wipe out humiliation. 

To be refused, rejected. Ah ! but her hour ot 
triumph was yet to come, a day when all the world 
should see, and applaud, and justify her : one dull- 
spirited man convinced and convicted over and 
above his fellows. Like a caged bird the im- 
prisoned girl, beating her wings of restless fancy 
through the autumn, pined for liberty ; the power 
to please herself and punish all who deserved such 
retribution. November, heralding a dismal winter,, 
brought fogs and nothing else ; the long evenings,, 
though enlivened by extra candles, grew more and 
more wearisome. No whist, no music, no new 
visitors. 

'* Blow those spermaceti composites out. 
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Anne/* ordered Mrs, Staaiisbrongh, discon- 
tentedly; "common tallow is good enough for 
knitting; nought goes well save your needles. 
I almost wish some others could learn your 
secret, the young and the old. How are we to 
get through the winter, unless we find a sub- 
stitute for Gabriel Cripps and good temper? 
Answer me that. Sister Anne, if you please ! " 

**A contented mind is a continual feast," 
replied the placid spinster. "God be thanked 
for all mercies. If our friend Gabriel had listened 
to me — ^the deafest of deaf adders, poor man — ^but 
I did my duty. I am not to blame Persis, yon 
may spare your reproaches. Gabriel is gone, and 
who or what the poor man is after — yourself> 
Eunice, or his own business — enough. I am in 
doubt, he was always presumptuous. Anyway 
many a cold foot will be warm and dry this 
Christmas. The wisest woman has her foolish 
moment. I have heard so. I feel as happy as a 
bird ; the snare is broken, we are delivered." 

" fiddlesticks ! " cried Aunt Persis, impatiently. 
** Your texts are too well worn, good goose, to 
convert old offenders. Pacts are facts and most 
annoying ; a saint might complain, let alone flesh 
and blood sinners. Gabriel has deserted us, set 
sail for Melbourne, heaven knows on what fool's 
errand, I don't ; then Mrs. Helyar chooses to dis- 
able herself, an attack of neuralgia, which I 
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observe my mulled port cures immediately. Her 
Bodney must needs meddle with our pickled crabs, 
tempting to look' at they are, you know; he has 
carried a face of vinegar ever since, a dumb dog 
who will not bark for his silly mother. I am more 
and more convinced that somebody meant mischief; 
just watch Eunice, but for Alderman Grriffiths, 
and a notion I am nursing, the child's white face 
would break my old heart. She has no patience, 
neither have I. When Gabriel Cripps shut the 
parlour door behind him, I was so taken aback I 
could not utter a word. The man is. mad, un.- 
gratefiil, presumptuous, and mark me, it will 
come home to him* Such a clever dummy as he 
played, after drinking my best whiskey for twelve 
years, to leave me. I cannot excuse him ! " 

"Most men like to know their own names,'* 
observed Anne ambiguously. " It would be awk- 
ward, some might say felonious, if Qabriel gave 
away that to which he had no claim. Fiddling, 
propinquity, yes, yes, you will not listen. His 
advertisement was answered just in time to save 
us all from — ^yes — ^yes — I will not be over explicit. 
I hope you are convinced Persis, Grabriel will 
return." 

" No Plutus — Anne Stanisbrough," interrupted 
the other lady, merrily. "Brown as a mulatto^ 
perhaps, certainly never an Adonis. What are 
you thinking of, my dear? He may sail round 
the world, Eunice will never look at him, neither 
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will Eonioe's old aunt. I guess more than. I ehoose 
to confess, and if I could but have withered him 
him where he stood — The loan of two hundred 
pounds I Did you ever hear such audacity. Mj 
emphatic ^ No ' sent him off in a fright without 
even so much as a good-bye ; we shall see him no 
more. He is gone headlong to a lunatic asylum, 
and I wish the simple man well for old acquaint^ 
ance sake, but what is to become of my rubber P 
That is the Alderman's step — ^he will help me.'' 

Alderman Griffith's, a friend in need, solved the 
^lifficulty. His inquisitorial yisit restored aU Mrs. 
Stanisbrough's aucient vivacity, and brightened 
the whole house. Much confounded, the clumsy 
diplomatist went home to his cautious nephew. 

" She will make you welcome, Samuel, as often 
as you please, the aunt, with the girl you must 
curry favour^ yourself. It baffles me, a woman's 
tactics. I can learn nothing definite as to the 
young lady's portion, but to whom else can Mrs. 
Stanisbrough leave her savings P She is at bitter 
feud with her only brother, and the name of 
Boulting is not, and never will be in her last will 
and testament. If you feel inclined to marry, 
now is your time. You will not easily meet with 
a better opportunity, nor a nicer girl." 

Samuel looked grave, he was not a mercenaiy 
man, only timid, a lover of precaution, middle 
Aged, and therefore averse to leaping before look- 
ing. Hitherto business and books had filled his 
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lieart ; now with a handsome income he began to 
feel the want of a companion, not to saj gentle 
nnrse. On the brink of that decline we all creep 
down as slowly as may be, the prospect of loneliness, 
disturbed him. Also, though homely himself, he 
had, perhaps for that very reason, an eye for 
pretty faces, a quiet delight in youth and rosy 
health. 

*'I should not like to be refused," he told his 
ofi&cious uncle. ^^ Miss Stanisbrough is a pleasant 
and most attentive pupiL I shall certainly continue 
my instructions and do my best to make her a 
proficient in the Russian language. Afterwards, 
if she could put up with my homely face and my 
wise years-i-I hardly expect it — I doubt the ex- 
pediency, she is.too young'' — 

'^A fault always cured, resist as the sinner 
may,'* laughed the Alderman. *^ Suppose, since 
you lack courage, we storm the Tower Street 
Castle in company. I will undertake the aunt^ 
whilst you, Samuel, secure her niece. Have a good 
heart on it man, you have the field to yourself. 
Mr. Cripps, scarcely a rival, is in the Bay of Biscay 
by this time, cured of his folly no doubt, bound 
though, to sail on. As for that young Helyar, a 
sullen, stick-in-the-mud; fellow, tut, tut, my little 
friend, Miss Eunice has sense and temper ; there 
is no love lost between those two. Make a dash 
for it Sam, and the prize is your own." 

But Sam refused to be hurried, and a new 
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ii^inter programme gave satisfaction to all whom 
it concerned ; not including Rodney, who seemed 
to find his pleasure in being overlooked, whilst 
the Alderman and his sisters monopolised Mrs* 
Stanisbrough and her whist table. 

Far away, at the extreme end of the room, the 
Nabob, as Mrs. Helyar called him enviously, sat 
beside Eunice; talking or teaching, warmed by 
the smiles and flattering interest of his charming 
pupil. If now and again that diligent young lady 
caught Rodney's disapproving eye, a glimpse of 
his dogged face, she did but smile the more 
tenderly, anxious, no doubt, to set a good example. 

" So much better than precept, Mr. Samuel,'* 
Aunt Anne said, pausing occasionally in her tour 
of propriety, and listening, much edified, to the 
grammatical talk, which at such visitations deeply 
interested the studious pair. 

" Example, example. Russian is a more sensible 
language than some of us will allow. Come here, 
Rodney, and be convinced. Firm as a rock he is/* 
Anne went on shaking her head at the young 
man's broad back, hastily turned to the trio, *' bu 
his mother can be firm too in her way, poor dear 
woman. See her now, as white as a lily, her head 
leaning back, her fan fluttering. He will not get 
her away before supper and the end of the rubber. 
'Tis the strong and not the weak who go to ijhe 
wall now-a-days ; look at him, the big, powerful 
fellow. He could carry all before him 5 his mother 
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off, if he dared — ^there it is — a mystery, and 
frowning won't mend the matter, Ennice. Mr. 
Samuel is not pleased. I am in the way. Child 
•attend to your books ; a bad example is catching — 
nobody seems quite comfortable, I think I'll go 
back to my knitting.*' 

Yes, Gabriel Cripps had departed, and Aunt 
tPersy found she could do very well without him. 
*Our household place is soon filled, a probability 
few are unselfish enough to give thanks for. 
-Only to his young fellow worker did Gabriel, in 
'.a weak moment, confide his folly. 

"I go a beggar," he said, "I shall return a 

gentleman. Favour me with your opinion — ^will 

•«he have me? Not the old lady, sir, I could 

(come over the aunt if I cared to try, but I prefer 

"the niece. So do you — ^I saw that long ago. 

Allow me to assure you, my dear fellow, as a 

poor man, as beggairs both let me put it. Umph ! 

JSTot the ghost of a chance with either woman! 

* An ye sail walk in silk attire ; ' you have heard 

tier sing it? 'Tis a money question, a decent 

name gilded. Fm in search of that same,* Fve^ 

tJound a clue. What's the use of growling ? Ton 

idaren't silence me. I got you your berth, I'm 

^nt half your size. I tell you, Helyar, yon are 

•of no account in an affair like this. Some men 

fBve not so old as they look, and some are a 

jpreciotts sight older ; that yellow skinned Chinese 

"donkey. I must make haste, though I have 
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spiked his gun; given the Alderman a hint — 
* my face is my fortune, sir, she said/ sings that 
well, too. I don't object, not I. IVe blue blood 
in my veins, I love to be generous. Ha ! ha J 
come on then, hit me if you like. I'm not afraid 
of you, an honest fellow, slow but not sure, and of 
no account — ^no account whatever." 

Rodney walked into the street and the night, 
much disgusted. It was past twelve when he 
came home, drenched to the skin, foot sore and 
comfortable. Outer miseries often heal inward 
pain, a rough but effectual remedy. 

"Fll shake hands with the Nabob 9 Certainly 
mother, and what is more I'll be his best man if 
he asks me ; why should I not, when Virginia is 
dead and drowned ; a girl who lives in books not 
in Tower Street." 

Mrs. Helyar's pensive face brightened. 

" Virginia ! A sweet name, much prettier than 
Eunice — ^so my dear son you also have your little 
secret. It is natural, I shall not complain ; you 
will never leave me I know ; I have your promise.^ 
And Virginia is dead — drowned you say. AflBic- 
tions, some afiOictions, are blessings in disguise ^ 
try and look at it in that light, Sodney dear. You 
must not think of marrying whUst I live— our 
dinners would be starvation for three, and— and— 
I should break my heart without you. Fou belong 
to your mother, that is enough." 

It ought to be enough," he replied, affec*- 
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tionately, '* and what ought to be shall be, mother 
dear; when I see you happy, I care for little 
else." 

"And that is so wrong/' she told him seriously ; 
" that is just what I complain of. Careless young 
men lose all their friends, and are voted a nuisance. 
But it is the poor, sensitive mothers who suffer. 
For my sake, Rodney, exert yourself — try to recover 
Mrs. Stanisbrough's favour and Eunice's — ^the two 
go together. Tastes differ ; many girls fancy that 
a clear, healthy complexion is plebeian, uninterest- 
ing; even now I confess a certain languor and 
pallor, an olive not a yellow tint, attracts me. Miss 
Stanisbrough has a right to please herself, though 
this I do and will say ; she would find it harder to 
make a fashionable gentleman of you, than even 
of Mr. Samuel GrifSths. Scholarly or learned you 
never could be. Sailors are generally dunces, not 
fond of books I mean, Rodney dear ; pray be civil 
to me and to Eunice's Nabob. I wonder what 
settlements he is prepared to make P Handsome 
ones, or there will be no marriage. Eor shame, 
Rodney, for shame, sir I and your mother just im- 
ploring you to be polite, to give everybody their 
due. No wonder Eunice avoids you ; her heart is 
fiet on elegance, on perfection, and you grudge it 
her — ^you grudged it to me. I shall never, never 
understand my own darling son, it is pitif ul.** 

"It is,'' he said. "I could use a stronger 
word, but I will try to be civil, to believe the best* 
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Mr. Samuel Griffiths is donbtless a very estimable 
man, a friend and father in one. He will give all 
he is asked for, and will get in return all that he 
wants. I will mend my manners.'* 

His honest resolve met with success, so did his 
spirited songs, one of the chief pleasures of the 
evening, applauded by all. Perhaps amongst so 
many friendly voices Eunice's low '* Thank you " 
could not reach the singer, and besides, the Nabob 
spoke loudly for himself and his pupil, at one on 
this and most other matters of taste. Forty-five 
years, fifteen of them passed in foreign countries, 
leave a man much to compensate for sun-burned 
skin and grizzled hair. SamuePs wooing prospered 
in proportion as his uncle, the Alderman, swayed 
by a law of contraries, essayed to put stumbling* 
blocks in his ardent nephew's smoothed way. 
Eunice, looking reverently in her master's face 
whilst Ustening to his word^ of wisdom and 
pleasantness, began to wonder that she had once 
thought the little man commonplace. Ugliness 
may give distinction, if only it be pronounced and 
original. She respected and gradually made a 
friend of this respectful teacher, telling him some- 
thing of her plans and ambition; confiding to 
him her heart's desire, unchecked aud unre- 
proved. Strange it was, and not a little perplex- 
ing, that having found so safe a guide and mentor, 
the city girl should feel at times quite home-sick, 
and even begin a letter to ''my dearest sister 
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Carol/' Happily principle got the better of selfish 
affection. A preacher of stem morality must not 
be the -first to break his own commandment. 
Doubtless between seventeen and eighteen there lies 
a chasm. Eunice, crossing the ravine at one leap 
on her birthday, left folly behind her ; romance 
and castle-building lost their charm, ambition 
dulled rather than quickened the pulsing of her 
heart. She had found *' Apples of Sodom," and 
did not in the least know what to do with her 
Dead Sea fruit — whether to throw the pretty 
things away or joyfully treasure them. 

All at once Tower Street grew dear to her, the 
old piano, the vast, dingy drawing-room, the firm 
step pacing that well-worn druggett. She saw 
herself gazing for the last time at those myriad 
chimney pots — at the tower of St. Nicholas, rosy 
with morning sunlight — at the patient cobbler in 
his dismal den. Ah ! how heavy the heart of the 
escaping woman going down slowly, slowly, over 
the old oak staircase, to the " sweet sad music "" 
of the chimes; going down and out into the 
world of her aspirations, so longed for, so con- 
fidently expected — yet now so dreaded. 

And wherefore 9 Eunice was careful not to ask 
the question. Instead, she bent her mind to the 
work in hand — an exercise, a translation — 
'^ Bevenons k nos moatons '' — ^it was all that the 
Nabob tentatively essaying some tender speech^ 
Bome decisive action, got for his weaiy labour of 
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love. His skilful web, woven daily and quickly 
Tmravelled, was but a fag end, a foundation of 
promise, all unfinished ; an acldevenient of shreds 
Bind patches. Still, patience and perseverance 
"Seldom fail, and in her heart of hearts Eunice's 
resolution, safely hidden, would surely in due time 
betray and fetter her. The lingering fugitive 
courts capture, and falls into the toils without- too 
much ado, when such a piece of good fortune may 
least be expected. 

*^ Respect is better than love," repeated Aunt 
Persis, somewhat irrelevantly, when asked — 

" Dear aunty, what do you think? A chain for 
^ princess— only you see I do not need it. I love 
my yellow amber. What do you think ? " 

The costly gold ornament, in its velvet case, lay 
upon Mrs. Stanisbrough's dressing table, and with 
itabrief note from Mr. Samuel GriflSths — "Might 
he be permitted, would his diligent pupil deign to 
accept this trifling reward of her industry? " 

** I see no objection. Duchess,'' Persis insisted. 
'* His uncle is an old friend of mine. You always 
did like the best — ^you have it there — the work- 
manship is exquisite. Your teacher has taste and 
something else. Garry the bauble away — do as 
you are bid, Eunice." 

Mechanically Eunice obeyed the familiar pe- 
remptozy command. 

" Scholars pay their teachers," she said doubt- 
fully. ''Mr. Grifiiths might have given a more 
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reasonable reason ; it is I who am in his debt. I 
shall have to make a return, and — and — I do not 
like the obligation.'* 

'^ Get rid of it then, mj dear child, as soon as 
may be ; get rid of it — once more, do as Ibid you, 
as you will be asked " — 

" In plain words, pay him double, my dear," 
explained Aunt Anne, dolefully. "*Tis always 
expected ; a gift like that is ruinous. I am sorry 
for you, so young ; and there are other things. 
Bear with me, Persis. I shall not interfere, haying 
delivered my testimony ; only, Eunice, remember 
— what is easily won lacks value. Modesty, pro- 
priety, lady-like manners — in short, do not forget 
my counsels. No, is the smallest of words — mako 
jour lover wait for his * yes/ " 

Eunice remained silent and gloomy. One must 
be consistent — a doer as well as a preacher of 
honour and honesty. 

"If I could open my heart to Carol," she 
thought. But the letter was never written. 



CHAPTER XX. 

▲ LAGOABD IN LOYE-^CONSEQUENCfiS. 

SoMEBODT must have babbled. Mrs. Chatterson'a 
conscience, clear as a Tower Street morning, gave 
her no nneasiness. The faithful servant knew 
exactly where to stop— if other folks, less wise, 
made ** mountains of molehills/' inventing or be- 
lieving a lie, their own broad shoulders must bear, 
the blame. A glass of elder wine, sippod leisurely 
on rare market days, might easily quicken rustic 
imagination. Mrs. Stanisbrough's hospitality 
equalled her pride ; the excellent Prudence was 
free to make country cousins welcome, secure that 
no inconvenient questions would be asked, though 
the ears of her curious mistress tingled and grew 
rosy. After the Birnbeach humiliation, Broad 
Easton gossip was an ofFence — ^forbidden. With 
a favoured Plutus near at hand. Aunt Persis cared 
nothing for that lost Adonis beyond her ken. She 
sat in her parlour, a benevolent spider, her 
thoughts busy, her bright eyes attentive, her web 
finely spun. Into the mesh walked Mr. Samuel 
Grifiths warily, and unentangled, walked out 
again. The next time he may not be so fortu- 
nate. 

*^ To-morrow will be Sunday," observed the 
musing lady, ^^and delays are dangerous. A 
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younger lover would never have proposed waiting 
till Monday. I could do no less than consent^ but we 
must make sure. I wish you, ^nne, to give Eunice 
a judicious hint ; it is always well to be prepared, 
even for good fortune. Her snuff brown dress and 
that gold chain will be appropriate, and also en^ 
couraglng. On Monday evening she shall wear, 
both, and be in the drawing-room alone an hour 
before tea time. Tvdlight simplifies little aSai]», 
of this sort ; make the child understand, good^ 
j[008e. My choice must be hers. I lay my comi- 
mands upon her.^' 

Miss Anne Stanisbrough, thus trusted, did her 
duty without conmient ; in such a momentous crisis 
words failed her. 

" The die is cast," she reflected, *' the end who 
can foresee ? I shall do well to stand aloof, on the 
safe side." 

So Eunice went to bed with a weight at her 
heart, having scolded herself sharply. Friendship, 
liking, respect, wisdom — her heart's desire. 

" Was it indeed so ? Yes — ^yes — most certainly. 
Had she not always known her own mind P Aunt. 
Persis must be made happy though her own 
child's coveted success be the poorest of poor 
triumphs." Only it was not to be. 

At that same late hour when aunt and niece lay 
broad awake, too happy or too miserable for peace- 
ful sleep, Christopher Boulting stumbled up to his 
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-watchful wife's room. Heavy of foot and head, 
▼oice and step announced his coming. 

*' Confound their politics — frustrate their knavish 
tricks." 

" Aye — aye, Hetty, so will I — 'tis the brandy, 
love, and the speechifying. Plague take these 
Christmas toasts and dinners. Easy, sweetheart, 
easy, kiss me my wife. How cool and soft your 
Httle hand is. Take a cup of tea? No — ha! ha! 
but m pour one out for yon, dear heart ; none 
of your women's trash for me, Hetty. ^Fire, 
douts fire,' a thimble full of whiskey would be more 
to the purpose. Confound their — confound my- 
self. Our farmers can never bawl loud enough 
when it's, ' God save our gracious Queen.' Softly, 
softly, don't be frightened wife, I'm all right, for 
I've taken action. Our daughter Eunice comes 
home to-morrow." 

He broke off abruptly ; the invalid's white face 
flushed, she breathed painfully; her wide open 
^yes implored him not to jest, not to trifle with her. 

'' Eunice comes home to-morrow," he repeated, 
sternly. " Tou have often wished for your 
child, Hester — ^you know it. I hand her over 
to you. Carol is my Sunball — we shall have a girl 
apiece.' 

"To-morrow — Sunday!" was all the incre- 
dulous wife could say. " Eunice comes home to- 
morrow ! " 



256 FLTTTUS ABONIS. 



i€ 



The better the day the better the deed/* b& 
told her, smiling grimly. '* Saint has his orders ; 
with the daylight he will be on his way — ^luckily 
I rode the cob ; the horses are fresh, they will do 
the journey both ways at a pinch. Confound such 
— ^knaves and fools. I, Christopher Boulting, am 
the man to do it.'' 

" And your sister ! " his wife asked timidly. 

The fiery-faced man got up hastily, put aside 
her caressing fingers, and walking to the other end 
of the room, plunged his head more than once into 
the large wash-hand basin. Then he returned, 
cool, and more scarlet than ever. 

" Are you- too tired, my heart 9 Shall I own to* 
you what nobody else heard me say ? I was in the 
wrong. I ought not to have let the girl go. But 
I claim my own, there is time enough. Let 'em 
refuse me — let *em refuse me. I will write — 
where is the machinery P There — that will settle 
the business. The girl comes home. I wish to my 
soul she had never gone away." 

"So do I," sighed the wife, **poor, poor 
Eunice ! '' 

" Poor ! " he cried, waxing furious again, 
'^ Poor ! you may well say it — ^there's the insult, the 
injury. Persis was always a humbug ; if 'twere 
possible she has proved herself a bigger fool than 
ever. What do 1 care P But she shall not dis- 
grace me or my child. She is going to marry 
again, Hester, a man twenty years her junior, one 
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Gabriel Oipps, a good-for-nothing dupe of her 
good-for-nothing husband^ a fiddling, wandering, 
nameless vagabond. By — 'tis enough to make a 
man swear, though he has disowned her. She 
may marry a scavenger for me, when I've got my 
daughter. But for my own flesh and blood do 
you thint I would move a finger? Eunice bears 
my name — she shall not dishonour it by taking a 
husband also, and of that imbecile old woman'a 
choosing. I will spoil the plot, and the revenge 
Persis has been years in hatching. I see now why 
she wanted the girl — for what she has bred her 
up and alienated her from us. I happen to know 
a little of this young scamp, who is to mortify 
me through my own child — ^this Eodney Helyar — 
nothing to his credit, you may be sure. Another 
lazy beggar, a coward, a sneak. Saint starts to* 
morrow." 

The morning service was over at St. Nicholas' ; 
those who had dinners to eat bustled off to their 
homes and the welcome meal awaiting them. 
Tower Street, silent and sombre, was for the most 
part deserted. 

"We shall have an early dinner," said Aunt 
Persis ; " it is cold enough for snow. Go quickly, 
Rodney, wrap your mother well up and bring her 
to dine with us ; she will get no harm beneath 
the hood of her Bath chair, and I can promise 
you both an excellent dish of mince pies after 

VOL. I. s 
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your roast beef. We always experiment on oar 
Christmas fare ; as Anne says^ < the proof of the 
pudding is in the eating.*'* 

Ennice heard, and, pleading headache, remained 
in her own room. Her aunt's satisfied face, 
flodney's grave eyes, a general air of mystery and 
expectation, made the smell of the sirloin intoler- 
able. If only to-morrow were well over ! Soft 
and dusky the snowflakes fell — Chatters brought 
a cup of arrowroot, and lighted a fire — already the 
distant hills stood out white against the leaden 
horizon. If only that which must be would 
happen at once — she longed to defy the world, to 
get free from ever present doubts, from vexing 
possibilities. 

Restless and idle she leaned from the open 
window and let the snow lightly settle on her 
aching brows. Surely never before had the street 
been 90 empty, so clean, so devoid of life and in- 
terest. Now in the distance something approaches 
— a trot, a rumble, coming nearer and nearer. It 
is for her — succour — summons — she knows not 
what ; any chance is so welcome, so opportune. 
Blanche Crocker P No, impossible — Blanche has 
long ago found other friends less sensitive, less 
difficult to patronize, or as she says, '^ to be kind 
-to." 

Eager and half ashamed Eunice shakes the snow 
from her hair, clears her eyes, and sees an anti- 
quated vehicle drawn by two fat horses. The 
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'Coaehman, as well fed as his animals, makes in^ 
qnirj, then Hie carriage jolts on again and stops-^ 
4ihe bad been certain that it would stop there, at 
her annt's gajxLen door. 

Three minutes afterwards her father's brief note 
is in her hand — she reads it, wondering, trembling. 
What will her aunt do ? Where does her duiy lie ? 
She can resolve nothing ; to be calm, collected, is 
beyond her power. A. joyful sense of deliverance, 
a wild longing for the home of her childhood, for 
Carol, her sister, takes away her breath and 
sobriety, and sends her rushing downstairs to the 
dining-room. 

Such a cosy, drowsy party sit around the fire, at 
peace with the world and each other. Not yet has 
the frightened Chatters dared to tell her wonder- 
ful news. 

With the snow still powdering her brown hair 
and dark dress, Eunice comes, and brings the 
freezing wind in the flying sweep of her garments, 
the piercing tones of her voice. 

*^ Aunt Persy— Aunt Anne — ^I am going home— 
my father has sent for me — read his letter, and 
the carriage is without. I am to go home imme- 
diately. Dear aunt, what shall I do ? '' 

^^ You will do nothing at all," said Mrs. Stanis- 
brough promptly, having read her brother's short 
and sharp summons. " Nobody will do anything 
on this sacred day in a hurry. Child, I forbid you 
to leave the house — dare to disobey at your peril. 
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Anne^ see that the horses and carriage are cared 
for at the Mermaid, Chatters can give directions. 
I am going to bed ; my friends will, I am sure,, 
excuse me, I do not feel well — this, this unex- 
pected visitation must be slept upon. In tears, 
Eunice ! I am glad you can shed them. I think 
my heart turned to stone long ago. I love no one, 
I have neither chick nor child — ^I wish you all a 
very good night." 

She looked at them pitifully, with troubled eyes, 
refusing Anne's support, though evidently sore 
bested and shaken in body and mind. 

Eunice followed her, all unconscious of the 
melted snow trickling down her own hot cheeks. 

<< I am hard hearted, too,'' she said, passing 
Hodney by. " I must go home, my aunt is mis- 
taken ; one does not cry when somebody opens the 
prison door, one escapes for dear life. Yes, I am 
a very heartless girl. You will all be well rid 
of me — I mean to go home. I am sorry for 
nothing, nothing." 

All the force and defiance of her nature shone 
in her joyous eyes, and steadied her faltering 
voice. If she were weak — if to love place and 
people in spite of reason and resolution proved 
her a changeable woman, wavering, repentant — 
Mr. Helyar should never find so damaging a fact 
out. 

He suffered her to disparage herself uncon- 
tradicted, and she went dolefully back to her room^ 
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fitrong in the certainty that she had forfeited a 
Kttle more surely the good opinion of a man whose 
praise she dreaded, rather than his blaine. 

Mrs. Stanisbrongh, with Chatters in close at- 
tendance, passed a wakeful night — fell sound 
asleep at sunrise, and came down to breakfast at 
twelve o'clock noon, a restored and resolved 
woman. 

" I knew 'twould be so. Miss Eunice,'' said the 
experienced servant. *^ Once a Boulting always a 
Boulting — sleep is better than physic, when 'tis a 
sick heart an' a sore temper, to be took in hand 
desperate-like. I've known your respected father' 
in his bed for a week, an' his meat an' drink re- 
gular. You'll not find fair weather all the year 
round at the Great House, missy. We've amost so 
much sunshine, week in week out, over head o' 
Tower Street." 

Mrs, Chatterton was hard at work packing ; so 
much had to be done in a few hours, and Saint, 
a spoiled servant like herself, had sturdily swotn 
to be off ready or unready, fed or starving, the 
moment " Miss Persy should come to." 

*^My orders was to bring back young missy 
last night alive or dead, as one med say," he 
argued gloomily. " We'll get but a poor welcome 
coming a day too late. Snow P Very likely in 
the cross-roads ; your streets is all in a black, 
slush — 'twont hurt missy nor the horses. I wish 
I could warrant as much when master falls into a 
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tantivy. Them as is new to our wajs will wish 
their pretty selves back again." 

^' He is her father^ Anne/' said Mrs. Stani»* 
lirough^ announcing her own decision and 
apparent defeat. '^Christopher stands on his 
rights. I have never been unjust ; he shall have 
his due. I give Eunice up for ever. Stay — what 
am I saying P — for as long as fate pleases. Fate> 
good goose, working underground^ like a mole^ to 
further my ends. 'Tis decreed, though how I 
know not; my turn will come and my vengeance. 
Feel the parting ? Of course I shall feel it — am 
r made of flint, think you 9 But to know that 
Christopher is balked, deluded — ^makes me a merry 
woman, for all my wry face. So leave off crying. 
Sister Anne, and practise your precepts ; there will 
be tears enough shed when the carriage comes 
round. You are in the dark, my dear, and there* 
in the dumps. Saint is wary, a match for 
Chatters. Nobody has been married — nobody 
talks of marrying, at present. That is enough for 
me; but I shall take your advice, and neither 
make nor meddle. Mr. Samuel Oriffiths can put 
pea to paper or take the train, or keep his gold 
chains for some other more suitable neck. I shall 
open out the naatter, and offer him the jewdilery 
this evening. He is but a Plutus, and Euniee- 
Mkes the best. If Adonis be still in the market — 
TaoEiity Fair, Anne — ^Eonice shall go a traveUkig. 
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Here she comes ; the quicker we get our weeping 
over the better. Make haste, my dear — Saint is 
outrageous — ^you will not get housed before dark. 
Child, child, don^t make a foolish, forlorn woman 
of me. Good-bye ! *' 



• CHAPTER XXI. 

OOUBTALASS INN. 

The beautiful open country, so white and glitter- 
ing, revived Eunice's spirits. She left oflE crying, 
and began to forget those dismal parting faces in 
the novel delight of looking about her, the eager 
expectation that made every tedious paile in itself 
an endless journey. Soon the monotony of the 
sheeted landscape wearied her. Curled up in the 
snug depths of the cumbrous hood, she let her 
fancy carry her now to the new home, now to the 
old. Why had l^er father so suddenly remembered 
her existence P 

"'Tis all of a piece, child," Aunt Persis had 
said almost triumphantly. " Falsehood and thistle- 
down fly over the country; truth is a solid nut 
some folks cannot crack. Your father is welcome 
to the shell, for I hold the kernel. Those burial 
ground banns forbidden, and Gabriel Cripps a 
vagabond — Christopher spites himself, Anne, and 
plays my game for me. Chatters and Saint are 
old cronies. If a certain Bimbeach fisherman we 
know of pays court to all the pretty girls in the 
county, I may well be unselfish. Our Duchess 
shall enter the lists, and win the prize. All is for 
the best.*' 

Eunice, with leisure for meditation, inclined to 
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the same opinion. Rodney Helyar might have 
bid her • farewell more kindly. Now, she need 
never think of him again— rich in ten brothers 
and a sister all her own, she felt herself proud and 
happy. 

" Set them a good example, my dear, dear child,'* 
counselled Aunt Anne solemnly. " They need it by 
all accounts ; and you have been well brought up. 
Use your knowledge — ^your power/' 

The dear child had no objection; her world 
was opening, her intentions were as pure as the 
snow around her. She fully believed it, and 
admired the dazzling prospect. 

At the foot of a steep hill Saint stopped his 
horses, and cautiously twisting his fat body, peered 
beneath the leather hood. 

" Shall us go right up the batch or wind 'un 
like?*' he inquired. 'Tis a good turnpike road 
«urelie, but a mile or two longer. I'm at your 
-orders, missy; you'll have to be 'sponsible — one 
way or t'other." 

" Take the shortest," answered the young lady ; 
** are we far from home ? I long to be there ; 
how rough these lanes are." 

" 'Tis three mile or more to Courtalass," the 
man replied ; " an' a matter of five mebbe after- 
wards — we'll not get in by daylight. Tou should 
ha' minded me, an' started betimes^ Miss Nisie* 
Lor blessee ! Miss Carol 'ud be in her clover. 'Tis 
ruination, Caristowe town for a nursing mother. 
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Folks can't expect to go to Paradjrse on a feather 
bed, an' we shall pass the Terr ^tes. Pluck np 
j^ ^.„ „4 : . Blcrt .^ i. l.»ptio»B J 
"bad. You'm 'sponsible." 

Jolt, jolt, through the smooth, drifted snow, 
concealing all manner of ugly hindrances. 
Eunice's patience was not proof against so con- 
tinual a bumping ; she called to Saint to turn 
back and try the hill. He obeyed her grumbling, 
giving the reins to his temper as well as his 
horses. The next moment there was a plunge and 
a crash ; Eunice found herself imprisoned within 
the hood, an avalanche of snow covering her. 
Using her umbrella, she struggled out — the 
carriage lay on its side in a shallow ditch, one 
wheel off and rolled to a distance. Saint, oblivious 
of the . young lady, was tenderly rubbing his 
horses' knees. 

**Not a hair turned," he notified presently* 
" We'm done for to-night, missy. The Lord he 
praised ! there's Courtalass. Good entertainment 
for man an' beast. Bide a bit till I unharness. 
You'm not hurted, in course ; as light as a cat, 
an' lucky. Now then, we'll tramp it together, us 
an* the mares. Put your best foot forward, missy. 
Shall I hoist'ee on to Grizzel? " he asked after a 
while, noticing Eunice's weary step and forlorn 
fa.ce ; ^^ there's a deal o' difference in the quality 
80 well as commoners. We'll be through the 
worst in leas than an hour. Aye^ aye, I'll see the^ 



COUBTALAB8 INN. 267 



iMggage ain't worsted, nor the carriage— once 
you'm safe housed. Step out, Miss Nisie/' 

They arrived at last. The little inn stood beside 
the whitest of '* Village Greens," in the centre of 
which grew a mighty elm tree, with wooden chairs 
and tables ranged round the trunk. A gaily- 
paiB'ted signboard swung from one of the leafless, 
lower branches. No tyro in his profession, the 
artist had spared neither paint nor colour. Lads 
and lasses gorgeous as paroquets, in red, blue 
ft^d yellow, sat at festive boards, pecking rather 
than pledging one another, their vermilion cheeks 
and orange hair representative of love's " auburn." 
Four lines of much admired doggerel, in big white 
letters on a black ground, invited lukewarm 
wooers, and set forth the name and merits of the 
house — 

GonrtahuEB Inn— -oome, sweethearts, pray walk iB> 
Here's foreign Brandy, also Gin ; 
Here's Cider, Beer, and good fat Ale, 
All drawed and drank by Biohat Male. 

Ear near a century the picture, slightly alterecF 
and renewed, had creaked and dangled alluriBgly. 
Broomhay men and maidens learned the verses by 
keart; on summer Sundays each bench had its 
happy oouple. When the nights became cold and 
daric, a very diffident set of guests were wont to 
pattonise the landlord's snug kitchen ; though 
after the sale of Faradyse Manor, law and order 
strictly enforced did much to clear the woods o£ 
trespassers, and encourage sober living. 
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Go right in at the door, missy/' said Saint ; 

thej'm new folks, strangers to our parts, an' a 
cut above the ordinary. Tm obligated to trudge 
further on. Farm stables an' a blacksmith is mj 
desire. There'll be no more snow; we'll start, 
please God, with the morning light, an' take mis- 
fortin easy. An' if I med make so bold, just a 
word of a sort. Best not set all the tongues in 
Broomhay a wagging. One of our young ladies at 
Courtalass ! Come along a lad ; 'twould be pretty 
enow, but sake's save us an' my master should 
get wind of such a sweethearting." 

So pure and spotless the snow carpet looked 
that Eunice felt herself to be no better than a 
spoiler, though stepping ever so daintily across the 
crisp, glittering white lawn. She had seen nothing 
so lovely, so peaceful ; the gaudy signboard hung 
motionless, golden in the wintry glow of an ex- 
ceptional sunset. Not a living creature disturbed 
her as she stopped to read her welcome. The 
wrong guest had come to the wrong place. A 
clean bed, tea and bread-and-butter — of such 
"entertainment" the poet gave little promise, 
doubtless measuring the needs of the travelling 
world by his own humanity. At no great distance 
beyond the thatched cottage a yellow van, seem- 
ingly deserted, was drawn up beneath the hedge- 
row, the dirty snow and many footprints showing 
that it had not long ago been inhabited. 

Eunice's timid knock at the open door of the 
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inn was heard with delight by a tiny, curly-haired 
child^ who came running from the back of the 
house, and immediately pattered out of sight as 
quickly, screaming — 

'* Dadda — dadda ! the boofler lady ! " 

A pretty, well-dressed woman answered the 
child's appeal, to whom Eunice told the story of 
the broken carriage, asking confidently, after 
anuouncing herself as Miss Stanisbrough — 

"Can I have tea directly, and a bed for the 
night ? My servant is taking care of his horses^ 
and a blacksmith has to be found who will meud 
the wheel. I shall wish to set oflE very early in 
the morning ; my friends are expecting me. I am 
going to the Great House at Broad Easton." 

Mrs. Norris made no answer ; her face was not 
encouraging. Nevertheless, she showed her un- 
welcome guest into a snug parlour, drew a chair 
to the fire, and removed the young girPs heavy 
outer wrappings with a practised hand. Stanis- 
brough or Boulting; to a new-comer the nances 
were strange. On a fine linen cloth, a tempting 
meal already spread tantalised hungry Eunice's 
longing eyes. Pale pink china, golden butter, 
French rolls, thick cream, a small silver teapot* 
Somebody was expected — do fairies keep roadside 
inns, or princes travel in a showman's menagerie ? 
That magical " Great House " had not made the 
impression Eunice desired. 

"Ton see, miss," the vexed landlady began 
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presently, with some embarrassment, '^we ave 
awkwardly sitnated. That nonsensical signboard 
is just a painted lie, and so long as it swings 
yonder this house will be considered a low inn^ 
and frequented accordingly. My husband don't 
mind the low business so much ; but IVe been a 
gentleman's trusted servant^ and am that now ; 
and I know what is respectable, not to say my 
master's orders. He will keep this place for him- 
self ; it is handy for meeting tenants and meeting 
early trains also " — 

She looked at the tea table with knitted brows, 
inwardly contesting the question of hospitality, 
free and unlimited, to this accidental guest, and 
thinking — 

^^ Such a gentleman as my master would never 
wish me to stint a lady, a young, handsome lady. 
But then I look for him to-night, being, as he is, 
bound to join his ladies in London by the early 
express, and everything upset in his own big house 
with carpenter men and masons. His bed is well- 
aired; we have not a second fit for him or the 
dainty miss. Well, things must take their chance.. 
I'll not make it unpleasant by telling or grudging 
the lady anything." 

" The kettle boils," she said, making a virtue 
of necessity and her difficulties ; ^^ you shall have 
your tea, miss. What to do afterwards I know no 
more than Adam. We've but one spare bedroom, 
and it is not to say ours. Comfortable? Yes, 
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indeed, if tlie master is to use it ; comfortable^ 
und sometlung . more. I hear the theatricals—- 
^th them I need have no scruples— off they go to 
Broomhaj or Caristowe. We sell nothing stronger 
than cider— off they go.'' 

She hurried to the kitchen, where voices in 
^discussion might plainly be heard, whilst Eunice 
waited, half inclined to regret the Tower Street 
drawing-room. 

Mrs. Norris returning with eggs and a damask 
table napkin, things soon began to look better. 
She supplied Eunice's wants civilly enough, 
though evidently perturbed still in spirit, and not 
only on the strolling players' account. 

'* They're to decamp with the daylight," Eunice 
was assured, " and to have no performance. With 
a young lady in the house unloosed for — excuse 
me — such vulgar mummery is most unsuitable. 
My husband couldn't quite see it, being a fond man 
and easy-tempered. Tib is crying her eyes out ; 
the child saw a circus once, and she can't forget it. 
She takes you for the queen, miss, and unless I 
bolt the door her crib won't hold her. 'Tis not 
much of a compliment, but how should a baby 
know real ladies from acting ones 9 You'll kindly 
excuse the child." 

The mother's eyes, fixed on Eunice in very 
doubtful admiration, gave a double meaning to 
her words, asking more than one question— -con- 
fidence for confidence. 
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" We come from London," she went on ; '* we 
have only been here a few weeks, and I fancy the 
place seems very wild and barbarous. There is a 
Murder Stone just over against the wood, on the 
spot wheje the old Squire* was found dead but one 
year ago. It is said a fit killed him ; the rough 
louts I see lurking about are quite capable of 
such wickedness, though my husband laughs, and 
tells me they are no more harmful than our litter 
of sucking pigs — all squeal but nothing worse. 
'Tis the signboard makes them so rampant ; tea or 
coffee sets them howling, and we've no stock of 
cider, or a single bottle of gin in the house. We 
belong to a Temperance Club, and must put up 
with persecution. Shall I remove these things, 
and bring you another candle 9 *' 

She cleared the table, drew the window blind, 
settled the two composites advantageously, and 
left Eunice to get through the evening as cheer- 
fully as she could, with nothing to do and much 
to think about. Perhaps it was wiser to follow 
Saint's advice and ask no questions. Her own 
home-going absorbed her interest, her own people 
monopolised curiosity. To-night her father was 
the only master or squire worth puzzling over.. 
These other country neighbours — she thought of 
Carol's description, and dismissed " Lord Dandy 
with his stuck-up mother and sisters." Even the 
Murder Stone had no terrors ; she had never 
heard its history. Of Plutus Adonis there had 
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been much talk. Of Godwin Helyar and Paradyse, 
Aunt Persia said nothing, but thought the more. 
Rodney, and not his consin, a supposed married 
man^ had been near Eunice's heart of late. She 
drummed a sonata of Beethoven's on the table 
whilst lazily hoping that Mrs. Norris's gourmand 
master, a fat, full-fed, country gentleman, as in- 
flammable as her father, might fail to keep his 
appointment ; or, at least, not prove a hungry 
ogre. AU the good things eaten, his luxurious 
bed appropriated — Eunice, idle and weary, 
wished for " Jack and his seven-leagued boots '' 
as often as a rustle in the elm branches outside 
brought her dumb music to a standstill and sent 
her to the window where, perchance, drawing 
aside the blind, she might see the great-coated 
giant approaching. 

There were not many stars in the sky, but the 
snow made everything weirdly distinct, and the 
dark mass of the travelling van showed half-a- 
dozen twinkling lights, making a sort of tiny 
illumination. Eunice was still watching intently 
when something as cold and moist as the nose of 
a dog touched her hand, startling her into a faint 
cry of terror. 
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CHAPTER XXn. 

ENCOBE. 

It was the child Tib, bare-footed and half-frozen 
in her white night-gown. A pleading, piteous 
little culprit, she clung fast to Eunice's warm 
dress whimpering — 

^^ Me no go back to bed ; me stay with mine 
boofler lady/' 

Gladly Eunice took the spoiled pet on her lap, 
wrapping her in a large woollen shawl, kissing and 
warming her rosy fingers. 

Such a soft pretty creature, whose innocent, 
wondering eyes spoke the most delightful flattery, 
an admiration ingenuous and true as Tib herself. 
Nothing so young and fresh had come in the city 
girl's way; even the kittens in Tower Street 
smelt of smoke and felt grimy. 

^' Boofler lady dance and sing," insisted the little 
one ; '' do it now for dadda's little Tib — ^'reckly, 
'reckly." 

Once the forbidden sweets tasted, the small 
tyrant grew more and more greedy. Fairy tales, 
songs, Uncle Harold's amber, the whole mass of 
" mine boofler lady's " wonderful hair pulled down 
— all these dissipations, indulged again and again, 
failed to tire the happy child. Just as Eunice, 
despairing, framed her face and lips to a frowning 
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''no/' the fair head drooped unexpectedly, the 
weak, dolorous voice announced — • 

*'Fse 'fraid Tack Dasman tummin'; sing Tack 
*bout his b'isness, boofler lady — ^yes," 

Sweet and softly Eunice's lullaby did its timely 
work — 

Love was onoe a little boj, 
Heigh-ho ! heigh-ho ! 

* * * * 

When he's dead, and buried too. 
What shall we poor maidens do ? 
I'm sore I cannot tell, can yon ? 
Heigh-ho! heigh-ho! 

*' Ankor I ankor ! Hooray ! Hiss — ss ! Ankor ! '* 

Eunice turned quickly round. A crowd of 
impish, grinning faces blocked up the uncur- 
tained window. With all outside so dark, the 
Kghted room, her own striking figure, made a 
brilliant picture, a " scene " she was very far 
from realising. 

"Tune up, tune up," shouted the discordant 
voices ; " no song, no supper. Ankor — e I " 

"For shame !*' cried Eunice, indignantly, all 
her temper roused, as with Tib wrapped up and 
fast asleep in her arms she confronted the rabble; 
" Ton call yourselves men, and dare treat me so 
rudely. Do you know who I amP" 

"The player woman ! the player woman! '* 
piped half a dozen youngsters; " We've got our 
tuppences. Tune up, or you'U have to be teached. 
Ankor I " 

" Let her alone," growled a tow-headed giant; 
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"don't ^ee see she's a bit frighted, for all her 
bluster 9 Let her be/' 

« Frighted M* laughed the boy scamps; "not 
she ; 'tis her trade, ain't it ? My ! but she's a 
stunner! See her hair, an' her eyes, an' the 
shining glass beads of her ! " 

" An actor lass, Bill. I've heered 'em afore. 
You needn't trouble to take her part; she's a 
match for us chaps all, sure enow," argued a 
burly young fellow, holding back the giant. 
." She's no right to cheat us an' the coppers in our 
hands. Now, then, silence, you there behind! 
Hooray ! she's opening her mouth an' the winder. 
Hooray ! " 

They all fell back gazing and gaping, whilst 
Eunice's eyes, severely bright, scanned each 
homely face with growing self-possession. She 
could bend these riotous spirits to her will. A 
woman, a lady, need never be defenceless amongst 
country clowns, noisy but honest. 

"I will do nothing on compulsion, men," she 
told them, quietly. ^* I am no actress, and if I 
were, are you not ashamed to insult a woman ? — 
such big, bold fellows, with mothers, and sisters, 
and cousins of your own." 

" Sweethearts " was on the tip of Eunice's fluent 
tongue. She pointed to the elm tree, thought of 
Aunt Anne and propriety, and substituted a safe 
word — *' cousins." 
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Smiles, succeeded by mumnirs of applause, en- 
couraged and stimulated her. 

*^ Tou are gentlemen at heart,*' she told them^ 
" working gentlemen ; I expect you to prove it. 
There will be no acting to-night " — 

Groans and a feeble hissing, instantly stopped 
by the giant. One or two heads bobbed under; 
one or two mouths, conveniently open, got a gulp 
of snow. Eunice paused a moment, &nd went on 
again — 

*^ If because I am sorry for your disappointment 
I sing you a merry old song will you afterwards 
go away quietly, each one to his home P I am sare 
you will. I take you at your word.*' 

She placed Tib, still fast asleep, in the easy 
chair, and, returning to the window, sang, in her 
loudest voice and clearest, the first of Aunt Persy's 
hunting songs that occurred to hei 



Three brown bowls of Olympical neoiar 

The tri-bom boj preaents on his knee ; 
Hars, he caronses with Venus and Hector, 

And Hector with Hermes and Hermes with me. 
Whereat then transfused — I pip^d — I mus^ — 

The words that I us^d, these sports to declare — 
In the house of Jove, the bright spheres they all move, 

Here's a health to brave hearts who love hunting the hare. 

What had become of her audience? Eunice 
looked round in wondering displeasure. Where a 
score of heads had wagged approvingly, blank 
darkness frowned upon her. She had triumphed 
in vain. A secret misgiving or the night air 
chilled her enthusiasm and damped her self- 
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appioyal. An over-ready obedience is not always 
flattering. She closed the window, poked the fire, 
and, answering a loud rap at the parlonr door, 
said impatiently — 

"Pray come in, Mrs. If orris. You will find 
your little girl asleep and quite warm.'* 

" Prince Perfect ! Mr. Helyar I " 

If she spoke the words aloud she did not know 
it, so great was her surprise and confusion. His 
handsome face, more clouded than she had ever 
seen it, abashed her. Was he angry f She felt 
herself a culprit ; her pride and vanity, in arms 
against her, justified his annoyance. 

** Eunice Boulting,** he said, and immediately 
corrected himself — " Miss Stanisbrough, what is 
Hie meaning of this ridiculous comedy P How 
came you here alone, exposed to insult and 
mockery ? I have those scamps all under my 
thumb ; they shall pay dearly for their entertain- 
ment. I know them all ; I saw them, and you too* 
Good heavens ! would you like to see yourself ? *' 

He led her to a small oval mirror, and stood 
beside her, gravely critical, though secretly ad- 
miring, and therefore not in the least softened by 
her confusion and distress. For her one glance 
sufficed. The mass of dusky hair streaming fax 
below her waist, the flush on her fair cheeks, the 
glitter of her eyes and amber and diamonds — no 
wonder that he was laughing, that he thought 
anger wasted on her. TJnusle Harold's beads and 
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locket^ nearly forgotten, had been thrown round 
her neck and hidden under wrappers by Chatters 
at the last moment. Eunice wished the sparkling 
finery at the bottomi of the sea; only her di- 
shevelled locks must still calumniate her beyond all 
excuse. 

" I think the clowns may be forgiven this once/' 
Godwin Helyar said pleasantly. '^ The part is cer- 
tainly not a becoming one for your father's 
daughter to play, yet I let you finish your queer 
ballad/and looked at you open-mouthed and eyed, 
like my fellow rustics. We are quits, Eunice — 
Miss Boulting — Stanisbrough. You were hard on 
me at the Caristowe ball; my memory is excellent. 
We begin our new relations on equal ground. I 
hare a great deal to tell you — ^not now, I think; 
Ton are tired, uncomfortable ; I must take care of 
you as I have a right. Tell me, what is the mean- 
ing of this wonderful adventure P '' 

She wished much to re-arrange her hair and 
dress, but stiU more to be obedient ; a something 
in his authoritative manner, bewildering and 
very sweet, made a child of her-a child meek, 
trusting, and under orders. Mrs. Norris's master 
was not to be trifled with. 

^^ I shall take care that you have no more hin- 
drances,'' he assured her. " You are in my house, 
and may leave everything to me. I fear your 
father wiU not be pleased at the unlucky delay. 
We are neighbours ; I know him well.'' 



280 FLXTTTrS ADOJnB. 

"And Carol, my sister? '' asked Eunice, much 
marvelling. 

'* Certainly,'* he replied, with a doubtful smile, 
" Carol, your sister. But who would suppose it P 
And you are twins. CaroPs hair was long, too, till 
she cut it off ; you hare the same features, the 
same voice— for soul, and expression, and wisdom. 
You must help me. To-night was only an im- 
promptu folly; I am sure of it. Tou will see 
me almost daily ; I have a right to your warmest 
interest. If I was hard on you, forgive me. I go 
in for perfection, the grace of correct taste and fit- 
ness. All that concerns you concerns me more 
nearly than you imagine. Now Mrs. Norris 
shall show you to your room ; in a few days we 
meet again, and I will answer all your questions. 
Good-night." 

" The best in the house for this young lady, 
Eliza,'' he commanded. " Serve her yourself en 
princesse — you understand ? '* 

Eliza nodded; her master's ways and words 
were familiar to her. 

So Eunice went to bed very agreeably mystified. 
How charming to be protected, approved of, cared 
for. She had made more than one brilliant 
success ; even in the height of her distress Prince 
Perfect's eyes, reflected with her own, had com- 
forted her, and set her heart vaguely throbbing 
with absurd expectations. She should see him 
often ; all would be explained. On the Birnbeach 
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sandhills her eyes had not deceived her, yet 
there might be some mistake ; that girl — a 
stranger — ^he would explain. 

^'Prince Perfect and Carol — Carol and the 
Prince — both mine.*' 

Ennice sang herself asleep^ murmuring the plea- 
sant refrain, and awoke at midnight half choked 
with tobacco smoke. A stifling railway carriage, 
two foolish travellers bent npon quarrelling, with 
or without reason ; it all happened long ago ; it 
could never be repeated. Where, then, was she ? 
In a dream still, half asleep, she slipped from her 
bed and groped her way cautiously to the ill-fitting 
window. 

Well-protecte^ in a splendid fur coat, Gh)dwin 
Helyar paced up and down on the hard snow, exi- 
joying his cigar, and often standing still to look 
and listen beneath Eunice's casement. With a 
cold thrill, no ways unpleasant, the sleepy girl, 
lying down again, let her imagination wander. 
Was she dreaming 9 Fact or fancy mattered not. 
Between each sentinel footfall Aunt Percy's impe- 
rious voice " laid down the law." 

** 'Tis decreed — ^Plutus — ^nay child — Adonis — 
your fiite Duchess — ^your fond old aunt's revenge. 
Two Helyars ! A wrong and a right — most awk- 
ward, Anne. That poor fellow Bodney " — 

" No— no — no," cried Eunice, turning her face 
away and pressing closer to the lavender-perfumed 
pillow. '^ He might have spared me his rejection. 



282 FLXntTTB A3>0N1S. 

I never change— I think badly of him. No, Annt 
Aime, no/** 

"I am sorry, my dear young lady,*' said 
smiling Mrs. Norris, giving the half roused 
dreamer a gentle shake, " it must be * yes.* My 
master left the most particular orders, and looked 
to everything before setting oS himself back to 
London to fetch his ladies. The carriage is ready, 
and your breakfast. I hope you slept well; I 
startled you out of a sweet nap; laughing to 
yourself, and firm set to slumber again. I 
should like to see the woman, gentle or simple, 
who could say * no ' to our Mr. Helyar of Para- 
dyse, if 'twas his wiU and pleasure to have 
'yes.' My master always gets his own way, and 
^tis but a guess yet who will be the lady of his 
choice." 

**It was Aunt Anne's long face, I daresay," 
mused Eunice. ^* I dreamt that I saw it, and re- 
membered her modest precept. How pleased 
«he would be ; even in sleep instinct made me say 
' no.' " 

To whom P Eunice, wise in her folly, never 
asked herself so profitless a question. That 
•drenched sea nymph haunted her lively fancy. A 
vague sense of some impending disappointment 
burdened her joyous spirits and checked the bril- 
liant flights of her imagination. Bimbeach — 
Bimbeach — ^haunting her unreasonably. 
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**^ 'Tis nnknown yet, the lady of lis choice ; he 
is so hard to please is the master." 

" Surely Mrs. Noiris said so," thought Eunice^ 
hurrying her toilet. " I could not have dreamed 
it. Dear Carol must have been in London at the 
very time, and I had no wish to know more after 
what I saw. He will explain ; he was more than 
kind, though I shocked him terribly. Am 1 going 
to be very fortunate, or — ^Prince Perfect and " — 

*'Big mans love boofler lady — Tib too — ^Tib 
too"— 

Eunice, laughing, kissed the child, and drove 
away buoyant with new life and hope. Children 
speak the truth. She accepted innocent Tib's 
ardent good-bye. More than fortunate, a happy 
girl, she looked from the carriage with joyous 
eyes, longing passionately for the first sight of 
her home, the first loving clasp of her twin sister's 
welcoming arms. 

In Tower Street, the bereaved aunts made 
the best of a loss which, rightly improved, must 
before long bring to Eunice and all who loved 
her great gain. 

" All who love the child," Persis said, nodding 
her cap at the sulky sailor with as much severe 
meaning as it was possible to wrinkle into her 
roguish old face. 

"Good folks, be a little merrier. Job's com- 
forters, the three of you; nobody a sensible 
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bit of consolation to give. But Saint and 
Chatters are old cronies, and Prudence is — 
thank goodness — ^not tongue-tied. My spirits are 
reviving. Bj this time our Duchess will have 
met — her father and mother P Why, yes, of 
course, Mrs. Helyar ; my thoughts had strayed to 
another Great House, made on purpose for our 
child. Eunice always respected antiquity, gran- 
deur— Paradyse Manor is ancient enough and 
beautiful ; she will think so. What ! Tou were 
there once, years ago ? Ah ! I remember hearing 
something, but I had left the neighbourhood, and 
my own affairs hindered me from minding other 
people's business. Eight is might ; certainly, 
Anne, I meant to have put it the other way, be- 
cause there was a deal of talk and difference of 
opinion, I fancy. Ugly things said — will you do 
me the favour to sit still, sirP Am I not to be 
allowed to talk as long as I please in my own 
house P '' 

For a brief moment Mrs. Stanisbrough was 
really angry — in a "pepperpot," as she herself 
owned, calming down when Eodney, dejected and 
humble, slunk away to the window recess and 
there disappeared, all but his long legs, beating 
an audible tattoo on the boards behind the cur- 
tains. 

Aunt Persis looked after the restless young 
man indulgently, now that his thick-soled 
boots no longer pounded her Turkey carpet — a 



ENCOBE. 285 

dining-room luxury afforded to the prayers of 
Eunice. The careful aunt had not thought of 
such wear and tear when giving her orders that 
very morning. 

" Sew the piano up in blankets^ Chatters, and 
draw the blinds in your young lady's boudoir. 
Some day we shall have to receive her in state ; 
until she comes back triumphant her drawing- 
room is for company. I shall see Mr. Grif&ths 
there alone. You will show Mrs. Helyar and her 
son into the dining-room always.-*' 

Mr. Samuel Griffiths had come and gone with- 
out committing himself to any undignified action. 
Aunt Persis, her work done, bethought her of 
Rodney and his mother. A long evening with 
Anne was not to be endured. The livelier lady had 
a tale to tell. Mrs. Helyar, ignorant and inter- 
ested, would listen. 

'' Eunice will not be permitted to hold any com- 
munication with her friends, Anne P My dear, you 
have the wisdom of a newspaper. It does not 
matter. Nobody bears malice with me. My old 
correspondent, Mrs. Hopkins, wearied me. I was 
candid; I am no common gossip; false reports 
are not worth a postage stamp. I have an interest 
in my old home now that it is Eunice's. We will 
give the child time to look about her, to make 
friends ; then I shall take pen in hand and indite 
the prettiest of letters. Mrs. Hopkins has a soft 
heart for me ; my gossips know my ways and 
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manners. Did you ask the distance, Mrs. HelyarP 
A trifle where both families keep horses and more 
than one carriage. Five miles from the 6rea/fc 
House^ and Eunice will be ravished with that 
queer Faradyse palace/* 

Even a dull man's dalness has its limits. Kod- 
ney Selyar swung aside the moreen curtains and 
escaped, out into the snowy street and away to the 
railway station. 

The whistle of a departing train restored him 
to sober sense and temper. Eunice, aspiring and 
proud, must be left to choose her own harm. 
Eodney, her Mend or enemy, would never force 
Godwin to tell the truth. Circumstances had kept 
him and his cousin apart-^-he had been glad that 
it was so — more than, satisfied to let the ugly 
matter rest. Ugly enough, if not criminal ; 
Rodney's doubt justified neutrality and sUent 
avoidance, 

"A man can trust his own eyes though not 
always his judgment. Poor foolish Aunt Persis 
— unhappy Eunice." 

The romance was but an imagination, a fond 
woman's idle dream,- and yet Rodney Helyar, 
heavy and sore at heart, accepted this new 
burden, schooling himself to indifference and 
forgetfulness. And indeed, since Godwin's wife 
would never know the sin or curse of that 
coveted inheritance, in her eyes her husband's 
glory — The young fellow pulled himself up 
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short and suddenly, ashamed of his nnspoken bit- 
terness — 

" I would like to give her the world/* he said to 
himself reproachfully ; " and when, innocently 
enough on her part, she gets what she wants — 
with love — giving love in return — ^why not — ^why 
not ? I rush off to play the informer's part, and 
save her from— misfortune." 

" No, no ; stubborn and steady to the end, Bod- 
ney Helyar — ^incorrigible blunderer. Be your 
mother's darling, sir, and therewith content." 
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